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ErxHnaPs few publications have wanted 
an apology more than the preſent. In 
his younger days, the author uſed to write 
verſes; from what motive, he does not re- 
member : probably the amuſement of an 
idle hour, or the diverſion of a friend, and, 


perhaps, the gratification of an original pro- 
penſity. 


He was little converſant with the refine- 
ments of taſte, little acquainted with the 


rules of compoſition, and too little indebted 
to nature herſelf. 


Rude as they were, ſome of his eſſays were 
printed in periodical papers and miſcella- 
neous collections, ſometimes with, and ſome- 
times without his knowledge; and he had 
the misfortune to be complimented by his 
country-neighbours with the praiſes of ge- 
nius. 

's F'— Since 
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Since he has cultivated a more intimate 
acquaintance with the writings of the poets, 
he has a thouſand times heartily wiſhed the 
labours of his muſe at the devil. He thinks 
ſincerely, were all his papers now in his 
power, he would, without reluctance, com- 
mit them to the flames. But, as it has been 
juſtly obſerved, a falſe ſtep in a young wri- 
ter, as in a young woman, is not eaſily re- 
trievable; of which the very great number 


of dull authors and abandoned proſtitutes 
is a melancholy proof. 


Whoever has formerly read ſome of theſe 
pieces, will, it is hoped, find them here more 
correct, and leſs unworthy of his indulgence; 
which is the real cauſe of this publication, | 
If, by ill-luck, a critical reader ſhould lay 

his 235 on them, and find his delicacy 
ſhocked in the peruſal, he is very wel ome 
to throw the book into the fire, and damn 
the author for a blockhead; and this, with 
an aſſurance that it is the leaſt trouble of 
the kind he ſhall receive from his very hum- 


ble ſervant, is all the reparation in his power 
to make him. 
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ERR A T. A. 


Page 25, line 17, for devote, read ſacred. 
Page 25, line 7, for virtue, read verdure. 


Page 106, line 2, for grows, read glows, 


Page 120, line 11, for of, 1ead oft. 


Page 128, line 12, for howe'er, read howſoe'er. 
Page 134, line 12, for ſwcet-ſmiling, read ſweetly 


ſmiling. 


N. B. By miſtake, one Piece has been inſerted twice. The 
Reader would perhaps think it a more pardonable error, to 
have omitted halt a dozen, 
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Ltd % & 
AN EVENING WALK, 


Mritten among the Ruins of the Royal Palace at 
LINLITRCOW. 


O nations far remote, the Lord of day 
Now lends his chearful light; his parting 


= Yet lines with purple and celeſtial gold [beam 


The cloud high-towering from th'Atlantic deep. 
From eaſtern climes, how peaceful and ſedate, 

In ſober majeſty, pale night comes on, 

And o'er gay nature's ſweetly- varied face, 

Deep-ſhading all, her ſable mantle throws! 
Congenial filence on her ſolemn ſteps 


* Obſequious waits, and thoughtful ; not a breath 


B Diſturbs 


31 

Diſturbs the placid air; and on the bough 
The leaf unquiv'ring hangs; the cryſtal lake 
Enjoys the happy calm, nor wears a dimple 
O'er all its filver ſurface, By her fide, 
With ſerious gait, and ever-penſive brow, 
Intently muſing, contemplation walks. 

Come, genius of the night! O come! while I, 
Obſervant of thy meek approach, await 
The ſilent hour which thou to wiſdom giv'ſt, 
Free from the noiſy follies of the day, 
Inſpire my ſoul, enliven all her powers; 
And, while thro' theſe ſequeſter'd ſcenes I rove, 
Beneath the bright beam of the ſilver moon, 
Point out new beauties to the moral eye. 

Along the wide horizon's weſtern verge 
See the pale cloud its fleecy ſkirts extend | 
While here black columns of thick darkneſs riſe, 
In which, perhaps, ten thouſand thunders ſleep, 
Which ſhall ere long their glowing priſons rend, 
And ſhake with awful roar th'aftoniſh'd world, 

How gay, how lovely, is yon azure field! 
Inlaid with all the glitt'ring gems of heav'n, 
To deck with ſober rays night's modeſt face, 
1 By thee ordain'd of old, Father of Light! | 
| Father ö 
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Father of Beauty! when with ſpeedy wing 
| 3 From thy high throne young Time began his flight, 

Throughout the dreary bounds of chaos old 

© Thy ſov'reign voice was heard, thy power was felt, 
And, fair and good, thy univerſe aroſe, 
While all the wond'ring ſons of heav'n rejoic'd. 

The radiant ſun, bright maſs of vivid fire! 
Faint image of thy glory! at thy call 
To being ſprung, and thro' his wide domain 
With rapid beams diffus'd the flaming day. 

Around the centre thy omnific word 
The ſtarry orbs in beauteous order hung, 
And bade the planets know their various ſpheres ! 
Impos'd thoſe laws by which the harmony 
Of nature is preſervd. Then, to thy will 
Obſequious, in majeſtic ſolemn ſtate, 
Firſt moy'd the grand machine, and ever ſince, 
By the Jong progreſs unimpair'd, has mov'd; 
Inceſſant trav'ling in the glorious round. 
| Where-e'er I caſt my raviſn'd eyes abroad, 
The ſolemn ſcenes to ſolemn thoughts invite. 
The riſing miſts, gath'ring around the hills, 
Hide deep their verdant heads: o'er all the plain 
The lively green ſinks into deepeſt ſnade, 


B * And 


And mute are all the ſongſters of the day, "7 
How ſweetly- awful is the pleaſing gloom, 

Where o'er the dewy field yon ſpreading planes 

Stretch wide their aged boughs ! how graceful there 

That aged fabric, once the bliſsful ſeat 

Of Caledonia's monarchs, rears its head 

Aloft in air, and on the neighb'ring walls 

Looks down, ſuperior ! All-deſtroying time ! 

What can reſiſt thy rage? The iron bar 

Melts down before thee ; and the ſolid rock 

Moulders away: with every ſtormy blaſt 

The fragments from yon broken arches fly. 

The ſpacious windows, where erewhile appear'd 

Beauty and royalty, robb'd of their pride, 

Are deſolate and void ; and in the hall, 

Where once aſſembled ſenates awful fat, 

And all the pomp of majeſty, there dwells 

Ruin and deſolation; there the owl, 

Sad favourite of night! eludes the day; 

And now, forth-iſſuing from his dark abode, 

Tunes his nocturnal elegy of woe. 

Yet beauteous ſtill, and lovely in decay, 1 

The venerable ruins ſtand, and claim } | 

A pitying figh from every patriot breaſt. 1 
Here 


C43 


Here once the garden charm'd our father's eyes; 


; : Here bounteous Flora pour'd forth all her ſweets ; 
And there Pomona, with a lib'ral hand, 


Hung with its golden load the fruitful tree. 

Sov'reign director of unnumber'd worlds! 
Tis thine to bid cities and empires riſe, 

And at thy pleaſure fall; to lay in duſt 

The proudeſt glories of the ſons of men; 

To make a deſart of the fertile plain, | 

And with thy beauty clothe the barren wild: 

All is thy work, and all thou doſt is good. 
While at this lonely hour the proſtrate world. 

Unconſcious lies, and the mad ſons of riot 

| Purſue the midnight revel, oft let me, 

With all the bleſt tranquillity of mind, 

Which innocence and meditation give, 

To ſuch delightful ſolitude repair, 

And to its ſweet enthuſtaſtic joys 

Give all my raviſh'd foul. Oft let me riſe, 

On contemplation's ever-foaring wing, 

Above mortality, and life's low cares, 

To talk with angels. Off let fancy ſtretch 

Her boundleſs flight to regions unexplor'd ; 

And thro” ideal worlds delighted range; 


Happy 


E 


Happy in her own gay creation's charms. 
Blefſ'd ſolitude! a thouſand joys are thine : 
Calm reaſon's pure delights ; the heavenly ſmile 

That dwells on the fair face of innocence : 
Contentment, ever chearful and ſerene, 
And ſweet-ey'd modeſty, and gentle peace, 
Are of thy train: there too the muſes ſport, 
And with their ſong enchant thy liſtening ear, 
Enamour'd of thy mild and ſober charms, 
With thee fair virtue evermore remains; 
And wiſdom makes with thee her bleſs'd abode. 
Thrice lovely pair! beſt ornaments of heaven 
Your happy paths let me for ever tread ; 
Unwearied follow where you point the way, 
And all your footſteps reverently adore, 
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> VER-PLEASING, lovely Spring, 
Waving ſoft thy balmy wing, 

Faireſt glory of the year, 
On our longing plains appear ! 
Sweet inſpirer of my ſong, 
On a ſun-beam glide along ; 
Shedding round, in mingled ſhowers, 
Verdant herbs, and fragrant flowers. 

See | the beauteous nymph appears, 
And a crown of roſes wears; 
Pinks and lillies mix'd are ſeen 
On her robe of flowing green. 
Welcome, welcome to theſe plains ! 
Welcome to the longing ſwains! 
Thee with raviſh'd voice I ſing, 
Bounteous, all-reviving Spring ! 

Now the mornings fairer riſe, 
Gayer light now gilds the ſkies ; 
Now a gentle whiſp'ring gale 
Softly ſteals along the vale. 
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13 
Now the huſbandmen prepare 
To improve the coming year; 
Flinging free the gen'rous grain, 
Hoping pleaſure, bearing pain. 

Living verdure clothes the hills; 

Wild, along the cryſtal rills, 
Gilliflowers and daifies ſpring, 
And invite the mule to ſing. 
There the ſwelling bloſſom ſee 
Burſting forth from every tree 
Muſic wakes throughout the grove ; 
All is harmony and love. 

Pouring forth their am'rous ſong, 
See the tuneful feather'd throng ! 
While from every bloomy ſpray 
Swells the ſweetly- various lay. 
Lowing herds, and bleating flocks, 
O'er the dales and moſſy rocks, 


As with gladden'd hearts, they range, 


Speak all nature's grate ful change. 
Charming Clelia! come; a while 

Join the univerſal ſmile : 

Health and beauty breathe around 


From the gay-enamelled ground. 


Smiling 


| 19.1 
Smiling nature's bounteous Gd 
Sheds the ſoul of love abroad; | 
Heaven, my fair, delights to ſee 
Such a love as mine to thee. 

See yon verdant ſylvan bower, 
Strew'd with many a fragrant flower! 
Blooming plains, and ſhady groves, 
Happy ſcenes of rural loves! 

All, my fair, to joy invite; 
All inſpire a pure delight: 

Let us taſte, and, taſting, ſing 
Every pleaſure of the Spring. 
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On | ſeeing two Larks that were ſhot. 


URE triple braſs involv'd his cruel heart, 
9 Hard, and unfeeling of another's woe, 
Who mark'd you victims to his ſavage art, 
And ſaw your guiltleſs blood unpitied flow. 


O'er him, while yet he in his cradle lay, 
With fond delight no happy parent hung 
Ne'er did his ſmiles a mother's pain repay, 
Nor gentle word drop from his liſping tongue. 


His gloomy ſoul no fair idea charm'd; 
To him was precious wiſdom never dear; 
His heart the love of virtue never warm'd ; 
For ſuff ring worth he never ſhed a tear. 


Nor felt the tranſports of refining love, 
Whoſe, gen'rous power exalts the noble mind; 
Nor friendſhip's heav'nly joys &er did he prove; i; 
His ſordid views to his low ſelf confin'd. 3 

Periſh 3 
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Unheard, at his inhoſpitable door 
Long might the wand'ring ſtranger ſhiv'ring ſtand3 


Periſh for him the needy and the poor; 
For bounty never grac'd his impious hand. 


And ſoft humanity he never knew, 
Nor ſocial love could in his boſom dwell, 
From whoſe dire hand the fatal vengeance flew 
By which the hapleſs pair untimely fell. 


No more, enliven'd by the genial ſpring, 
In gay excurſions o'er your native plain 

* Blythe ſhall you rove, or to the morning ſing, 
And with your muſic chear the viilage-ſwain. 


No more amid the pleaſing green retreat, 
Sacred to love, your lowly neſt prepare, 
And, while affection makes each labour ſweet, 
Tend your dear offspring with unwearied care. 


- _ Yet ſhall you live while lives my humble ſong, 
If not in vain your ſorrows I relate, 

; Perhaps ſome gentle breaſt may fee] your wrong 
4 And with a tender ſigh lament your fate. 
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EPISTLE to a FRIEND. 


Written at Fort George. 


ROM theſe lone walls, and this N AE 
ſhore, 

From whence the Muſes never ſung before, 

To thee this friendly tribute let me pay ; 

For thee attune the long-neglected lay. 


My friend !—the dear, the ever honour'd name, 


Awakes to life the near extinguiſh'd flame; 
Makes every ſource of tenderneſs o'erflow, 
And my fond heart with ſacred tranſport glow. 
When God with pity ſaw the ſons of men 
Oppreſs'd with num'rous ills, and varied pain, 
Friendſhip and love, twin-born, celeſtial pair! 
He ſent'to laviſh all his bounties here: 
For love's the beſt and pureſt joy we know, 
The ſweeteſt happineſs we taſte below. 
'Tis thine, O gen'rous friendſhip ! to call forth 


The latent ſeeds of unexerted worth; 


* A Friend the Author will long lament, Mr. Thomas Hen- 


derſon, who, poſſeſſed of every worth, died at the Hayannah, in 


To 


the bloom of life, and in the ſervice of his country, 
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Jo cheriſh virtue, and to raiſe the mind 
To nobler views, and pleaſures more refin'd; 


To teach us how our follies we may cure, 


Enjoy life's bleſſings, and its ills endure ; 
To ſhare our joys whene'er they overflow, 


And with kind pity to divide our woe. 


Take then, for praiſe, the wiſhes of a friend : 


Heaven mend your faults, (if you have faults te 
mend) | 


Exalt your ſoul, your virtues all improve: 
The more your virtues, I the more ſhall love. 


Yet, ſure, if aught that's good reſides be- 
low, 


And aught that's good is granted me to know, 


Honour, and truth, and love, and virtue join, 
To make one friend, and let me call him mine! 


Canſt thou forget thoſe dear, delightful days, 


When firſt I ſung, ambitious of thy praiſe ? 


AY 


When, kindly-partial to the muſe you lov'd, 
You urg'd her humble ſong, and then approv'd ? 
When with the bluſhing morn's reviving ray 


7 We breath'd the fragrant ſweets of orient day; 
1 With vigour climb'd the lofty mountains brow, 
Or rang'd with jovial hearts the plain below; 


Preſs'd 
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Preſs'd by her rapid foe, the timid hare 
Before us flying? Pleaſure too ſevere |! 
By ſome clear ſtream, beneath the cooling ſhade, 
In grateful eaſe and ſweet retirement laid, 
When from his flaming throne the Lord of day, 
Intenſely bright, ſhot down his fervid ray, 
We trac'd the Jabours of the tunefu] throng, 
Charm'd with the beauties of immortal ſong. 
When ſober eve, in ſable mantle clad, 
Veil'd nature's face with her delightful ſhade, 
When herbs and flow'rs drunk up the falling 
dew, | 
And heav'n's bright queen illum'd th'ethereal 
blues 
When flocks were folded, and the fields were fil], 
Save the ſweet murmurs of ſome tinkling rill ; 
How oft did we prolong the grateful walk, 
While mutual pleaſure crown'd our ſocial talk! 
While each to each might all his ſoul impart, 
And ſhare th' v'erflowings of a faithful heart, 
That, without flattery, freely would commend, 
Or blame with all the candour of a friend! 
Did ſuch connections oft the care engage 
Of this unthinking, this degenerate age, 
Sep Wiſer 


AA 


© Witer and better ſoon ſhould mankind grow, 
7 And Eden flouriſh once again below. 
Heaven's Sov'reign, powerful, wiſe, and gra- 
cious ſtill, 
Educes perfect good from partial ill: 
To him I lowly bend the ſuppliant knee, 
And bleſs his will that ſent me far from thee; 
Far from the banks of Forth, the lovely plains, 
Where Mary dwells, and where my ſoul remains. 
At that dear name afreſh my ſorrows flow, 
The copious tear, and long-indulged woe: 
In all her charms ſhe riſes to my view, 
And all her glories fire my ſoul anew. 
Thou amiable ſweetneſs! thou ſhalt long 
Bethe lamented ſubject of my ſong. 
Where-e'er Heav'n's Providence my ways ſhall 
- guide, | pu 
Still thy dear mem'ry ſhall with me abide; 
Of my fond heart be {till the darling care, 
1 The deareſt, beſt-belov'd remembrance there. 
4 Alas! thou other partner of my ſoul ! 
1 Between us mountains riſe, and oceans roll. 
How «ft hath Fate from me call'd thoſe away 
Whom, of all others, I have wiſh d to ſtay * ? 


* 


How 
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How oft have I, by the ſame fate remov'd, 
Languiſh'd in abſence from my beſt-beloy'd ! 


Long may thy happineſs delight my ear; 


| Thy growing virtue let me ever hear ; 


Virtue alone impells to noble deeds, 

And points the way that up to glory leads : 
And while thou lov'ſ to tread her path divine, 
So long, nor longer, let me call thee mine. 
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On a very YOUNG LADY, 
At a Dancing- School. 


f 6 O him that joyful walks the happy 
"3 fields, 

Where bounteous Flora's faireſts gifts appear, 
To taſte the pleaſures which the ſeaſon yields, 
When the gay Spring leads on the jovial year, 


And breathes the fragrance of the vernal air, 
While ſpringing herbs, and opening flowers unite 
Their ſweets, all nature looks divinely fair, 

And his glad heart o'erflows with ſoft delight. 


So when Phil:/a, lovely maid ! appears 
In blooming youth's moſt amiable charms, 
A brighter aſpect all around her wears, 

A new and placid joy my boſom warms. 


Freſh as the Spring, and pleaſant as the morn, 
See there th'unthinking Fair One gently move! 

A thouſand graces all her ſteps adorn; 

A thouſand beautics charm the ſoul to love. 
4 | En 7 


The curſe of riper years, vexatious care, 
Yet ſpares that ſmiling cheek, that brow ſerene; 
Content and young delight inhabit there, 
And ſpeak the gentle calm that reigns within, 


Dear, lovely thing ! perpetual be thy joy ! 
The heavenly ſource whence all thy blefling: 
flow 
May never time, or time's events deſtroy |! 
Be ſtill as innocent and happy too. 


IN DIF. 
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IN DIFFEREN CE; 
A SONG. 
Tune, The Man that's contented. 


| A Whimſical lover's a prey to each care ; 

| He's loſt to himſelf whilſt he lives to the 
| fair; | | 
Ile dreams all the day, and he wakes all the 
night, 


1 His ſorrow is laſting, and ſhort his delight. 


I ' h'enlivening charms of the full flowing bowl, 
nſpire us with friendſhip, and brighten the 
Y ſoul ; : 

Then pox on all care! come fill up the glaſs, 
And round the blythe circle, my boys, ler it paſs, 
Let my pretty Molly go round for the toaſt ; 
I'm pleas'd if ſhe's mine, and the ſame if ſhe's 

OE 0 
'As long as ſhe loves me, I know ſhe'll be true; 
And if ſhe ſhould alter why! fo will I too. 


D 2 Should 


1 : 
Should ſhe be inconſtant, why ſhould I be ſad? | © 


Tis time to grow wiſer, and not to go mad: 

If gen'rous and good, ſhe will value true love, 

And the loſs of a ji ga bleſſing, by Jove ! P 
The loſs of a Ge ſhall never deſtroy 

The bliſsful tranquill t | 

Whatever may happen, Tll wiſely prepare 

Indifference, that ſovereign cure of all care. 


which I enjoy : | | 


En 
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TO Miſs 4A——. 0 


ES! Heaven will ha 
part; 


y ſo, and we muſt 


1 leave thee ; but with thes I leave my heart; 


Thine by a love like angels' flames refin'd, 


Sacred and pure as thy own ſpotleſs mind. 


Of all his works God fees with chief delight 


In holy friendſhip gen'rous minds unite ; 


But wiſely thinks the happineſs too great, 


And too divine for this imperfect ſtate ; 


Fears we ſhould wiſh no greater bliſs, and ſo 
Neglect the ſkies, and find a heaven below. 


For this oft-times to diſtant plains he ſends 


And painful abſence the ſincereſt friends : 
KRebellious heart, be {till ! thy grief reſtiain ; 
Againſt the Sov'reign Will complaint is vain. 


The ſetting ſun a milder glory ſheds 


f On the green hills and fair enamell'd meads, 
While o'er the plain I folitaxy walk, 
And, filent-muſing, ſeem with thee to talk. 
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Penſive, I call to . ſome former day, 
The err paths in which we us'd to ſtray; 
Each 
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Each word that drop'd from that delightful tongue, 

On which clear ſenſe and mild perſuaſion hung; 

The every act, where dignity and eaſe 

Graceful conſpir'd, and never fail'd to pleaſe : 

The lov'd ideas all my grief renew; 

Ye charming ſcenes ! ye dear delights | adieu. 
Oh! ever-lovely and lamented maid ! 

In what retirement ſweet now art thou laid, 

T'enjoy this ſober hour? or doſt thou tread 

The field with Summer's faireſt glory clad ? 

Mark the rich beauties of the various ſcene, 

The woods deep-mantled with the livelieſt green, 

The ſtream, ſoft-murm'ring, gently paſs away, 


And May's blythe ſongſters ſwell the tuneful 


lay. 
Whether on the freſh field, or in the ſhade, 
Well-pleas'd thou wander'ſt, or art ſoftly laid, 


There let the fragrant bluſhing roſes blow, 


And, tip'd with crimſon, let the daiſies glow ; 


There let gay Flora laviſh all her bloom, 
And with ambrofial ſweets the air perfume : 
May ſome good angel all thy ſteps attend, 


And Heaven be gracious to my lovely friend ? 


And 


1 


And ſure, when all the vanities of liſe, 


Its noiſy follies, and vexatious ſtrife, 


Its racking cares and empty joys are o'er, 

And pain and forrow ſhall torment no more, 

For virtue there remains a bleſt abode ; 

Virtue belov'd of angels and of God! 

Where her adorers once again ſhall meet, 

And live in endleſs converſation ſweet; 

Where ſouls congenial never more ſhall part, 

Nor painful abſence wound a friendly heart. 
Then ſhall th'unbounded mind delighted r 

Above the ſtarry orbs, and milky way; 

With tranſport view th' amazing ſcenes that lie 

Far from the reach of every mortal eye. 


1 Explore the beauties of th Eternal Mind, 


His wiſdom, power, and goodneſs unconfin'd: 
See the great chain on which all things depend; 
And every cauſe connected with its end; 

Nature and Providence in one fair light; 

And charm'd confeſs “whatever is is right:“ 
Admire a harmony unknown before, 

And, loſt in rapture, nature's God adore, 
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HILE vernal airs inſpire each tuneful 
tongue, | 
Wilt thou, Narcissa, graciouſly attend? 
And while | ftrive to pleaſe thee with my ſong, 
With kind indulgence liſten to thy friend ? 


If thou art pleas'd, *tis all that I deſire; 
Well ſhall thy joy repay the muſe's toil : 
Applauds the world, or not, I'll ne'er enquire 
Enough to me thy ſweet approving ſmile. 


With beauty cloath'd, again the jocund Spring 
O'er the bleſt fields her mildeſt influence ſheds ; 
The weſt-wind lightly waves his downy wing, 
And flowers unnumber'd purple o'er the meads. 


In pride of youth exults the jovial year; 
Again the groves put on their robes of green; 
Again the pleaſant wood-land ſong we hear, 
And nature in her faireſt form is ſcen, 


Along 
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Hong the banks of the wild-warbling ſtream, 
With many an herb adorn'd, and fragrant flow'r, 
© Chear'd by the ſetting ſun's inſpiring beam, 
Oft-wand'ring I enjoy the peaceful hour. 


The ſolemn ſcenes diſpoſe the tranquil breaſt, 
To ſerious muſing and to thought refin'd ; 

And contemplation comes, a heaven'y gueſt ! 
And pours out all her bleſſings on the mind. 


Nor when the gentle ſov'reign of the night, 
Illumes with modeſt ray th'etherial blue, 


Will I decline to hail her ſober light, 


As with ſoft ſteps I print th'ambroſial dew. 


Let memory then recall ſome tuneful page, 
And warm the ſoul with extaſy divine; 


Or let the moral thought my heart engage, 


And wiſdom's pure immortal joys be mine. 


Devote to wiſdom is the hour of eve; 
She triumphs when the world finks down to reſt ; 
The faithleſs paſſions then no more deceive ; 
; The cares of day no more diſtract the breaſt. 


E But 
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But ah! while all around is joy and peace, 
Why heaves my boſom with that tender ſigh ? 
Why faints my longing heart? and why not ceaſe 
The tears to fall ſpontaneous from my eye ? 


What wants there to adorn the happy year ? 
And what to charm the anxious ſoul to reſt ! 
Alas! my dear NARCISSA is not here: 

Tell me, ye lovers, can I then be bleſt ? 


For thee, lov'd maid, I ſigh, and wiſh in vain; 
To thy dear name attune the plaintive lay : 
In vain does beauty purple o'er the plain; 
In vain the flow'rs are ſweet, the groves are gay. 
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No more the glowing ſcene my boſom warms; 
No more the vernal fong delights my ear; 
Thy abſence throws a veil o'er nature's charms, 
And leſſens every glory of the year. 


Short and uncertain is our ev'ry joy; ; 
Ort tranſient pleaſure ends in laſting woe: 
Hence from the friend's, and from the lover's eye, 
'ne luſtre fades, the tears inceſſant flow. 


Is 
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Is there a bleſſing that I yet can taſte 
Let happineſs for- ever wait on thee: 
Be ever gracious, and be ever bleſt; 
Be ever kind, and, oh! remember me. 
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W IT H roſes and with myrtles crown'd, 


triumph let the glaſs go round! 
Jovial Bacchus, ever gay! 
Come, and bleſs the happy day: 
From my breaſt drive every care; 
Baniſh ſorrow and deſpair: 
Let ſocial mirth and decent joy 
This devoted hour employ. 


Haſte, attend us, wit refin'd! 
Thou dear enlivener of the mind! 
Auſpicious come, and bring with thee 

Delight ſincere, and laughter free. 


Come, good- nature! ſhew thy face, 
With open ſmiles and ſweeteſt grace 
Ever adorn'd: come, lovely youth! 
With honeſt freedom, candid truth: 
Come; for, without thee, mirth's a pain; 
And wit, without thee flows in vain. 
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See the fragrant roſy wine, 


5 Purpled deep with charms divine! 


Shewing through the cryſtal glaſs 

The beauties of my lovely laſs : 

For Chloe be the Bumper crown'd, 
While love and friendſhip bear it round; 


| Her let every Mule declare 
Gentle, modeſt, good, and fair. 


By wine the miſer gen'rous grows; 


By wine the Poet's breaſt o'erflows ; 


Wine hres the warriour's ſoul with rage; 
Wine gives the bloom of youth to age. 
Bright wine can make the coward bold; 
Wine fills the heart with joys untold; 
Wine can tame the fierce and wild ; 
Wine can make the ſavage mild; 

On us each ſocial joy beſtows, 

And kindly ſoftens all our woes. 


Then let's be happy while we may, 
Deſpiſing care, forgetting ſorrow ; 


Enjoy the pleaſures of to-day, 


Nor fear what ills may come to-morrow. 


To 
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O thee, my beſt-belov'd, I ſing; 
To taee che grate: ul tribute bring. 
Kindly accept my loiemn ays, 
Which yield initruction more than praiſe. 


Even now forſake the naked plain ; 
Tue blooming: g'ories of the year 
No more, my Chloe, now appear. 


Fair Summer, and her imiling train, ; 
4 
; 


No more the lilly charms the eye; 
No roſes bluſh with ſcarlet die; 
They, with their ſeaſons, paſs away, 
Sad emblems of our own decay: 
For ſleeting youth muſt ſhortly yield 
To waſting age the varying field; 
Each winning grace, each ſprightly joy, 
Veracious time will ſoon deſtroy. 


Ah mournful thought! where ſhall we find 
A cordial for th' afflicted mind? 


Where 


( 31 ] 
"Where ſhall the ſov'reign balm be found, 
With power to heal the bleeding wound ? 
Virtue the ſacred cure ſupplies ; 

She ever lives, though beauty dies ; 

The lovely ſoul which virtue warms 
Can pleaſe with everlaſting charms. 


Even thou, ah me! delightful maid, 

Beneath oppreſſing age, muſt fade; 

But not my love, while ſtiil I find 

A brighter glory in tny mind. 
Tis that which makes thee heavenly fair; 
That glory time can mer impair : 

While that continues, I ſha!l be 

'Bleſs'd in my love, and true to thee. 


Ihen let us taſte, my charming CaLox, 

> Each pure delight, each virtuous joy; 
And uſe the moments kindly given 
To us, by ever bounteous Heaven. 
Let innocence crown every day, 
And drive each gloomy thought away: 
+ Sbe, happy fav'rite of the ſky, 

Nor ſcorns to live, nor fears to de. 
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APOLLO and DAPHNE. 


1 N myſtic ſong the bards of old 
Have many a ſimple ſtory told: 
Truth often walked in diſguiſe, 

Not to be known by vulgar eyes. 


Daphne, a coy and fooliſh maid, 
From her too eager lover fled ; 
Refus'd th'embraces of a god; 
Upon my ſoul t'was very odd: 
But wiſely judg'd the ſage Apollo, 
The way t o'ertake her was to follow. 


Away he runs; away ſhe flies ; 
And with her clamour rends the ſkies, 
That ſhe was ſimple you'll allow; 
Would any lady do ſo now; 

For, ſure, with decency ſhe could, 


When ſpent and out of breath, have flood ; 


With the leaſt happineſs of thought, 


She might have fallen, and ſo been caught. 
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5 
= Long time ſhe fled, but fail'd at laſt ; 
© She ſaw the god approaching faſt : 

All faint and trembling, in deſpair, 
To“ Peneus ſhe addreſs'd her prayer. 


ler prayer was heard; her blood grew frigid ; 
Her lovely limbs at once grew rigid ; 
She mov'd no more, for either foot 
Sunk in the earth by way of root; 
Her ſnowy ſkin grew ſomewhat dark, 
And roughen'd till it turn'd to bark; 
Her arms, extended in the air, ED 
Were chang'd to boughs, to leaves her hair. 


Imagine now how very odd, 
And filly look'd the jilted god, 
When, as he thought to crown the chace, 
He claſp'd a tree in his embrace. 


Daphne ſhall ill be mine, ſaid he; 
The laurel ſtill my fav'rite tree; 
In every future age, I ſwear it, 
Heroes, and poets too, ſhall wear it. 


»A river god, her ſather, 


F Thus 
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Thus Ovid ſung; his ſtory's fine; 
But read the ſimple truth in mine. 


A gentle ſwain young Daphne lov'd ; 
The .naid his tender vows approv'd ; 
O1d Peneus aſking, to be ſure, 
Whether the man was rich, or poor, 
To Daphne theſe fad tidings brought, 
Her lover was not worth a groat : 
And told her, what would plainly ſhew it, 


He'd prove, the fellow was a poet. 


Convinc'd by this, the prudent daughter, 
As daddy wiſh'd, and duty taught her, 
At once diſmiſs'd th'amazed lover; 
Not all his ſighs and tears could move her. 


The trifler could not live without her, 
And ſo was hanging ſtill about her, 


Till, Peneus' breaſt with anger ſtung, 
Full in his face the door he flung ; 


And this is plainly meant, we ſee, 
By cloling Daphne in a tree. 


Denied acceſs, he now retires ; 
The Muſe a mournful ſong inſpires; 


of 


To every grove, and every ſtream, 


He tells his ill-requited flame; 


| In ſofteſt Elegy complains, | 
And with his muſic charms the plains. 


Thus he acquir'd the laurel crown, 
Badge of poetical renown, 
Whoſe living virtue had been long 
The emblem of immortal ſong. 


So far'd the Poets long ago, 
And ſtill, ah me! the caſe is fo: 
They court the fair in tender lays, 
And all they get is empty praiſe. 


And ſo, even now, it fares with me; 
Such, Chloe, 1s my fate with thee. 
You call me friend, and praiſe my verſes ; 
Yet ſlight the love my ſong rehearſes. 
And tho' my gentle fellow ſwains 
With kind applauſes crown my ſtrains, 
Fame only is not worth poſſeſſing; 
aim at a more real bleſling. 

No praiſe I covet : give me thee, 
And blaſted be the bays for me. 
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To NARCISSA, 
A Mall. 


＋ HE jovial ſeaſon, and the flowery field, 


While nature, in her gayeſt robes attir'd, 


Diſplays her every glory, call us forth, 
To taſte the cooling fragrance of the morn, 


Come then, Narciſſa, for thy meaneſt praiſe 
Is to be lovely; to be good thy pride; | 
The various beauties which indulgent heaven 
With bounteous hand hath laviſh'd on thy face, 
That gentle air, that elegance of form, 

And all the graces which around thee wait, 

Are little to the glories of thy mind. 

On that fair theme enamour'd let me dwell ; 
Adoring every bright perlection there: 

Thougbt juſt and pure; ſenſe ſolid and refin'd ; 
Adorn'd with all that's lively, ſweet, and gay. 
Licentious folly hence, abaſh'd, retires, 

While chearfulnefs ſerene, and decent joy 
Forever in Narciſſa's preſence dwell. 


See, 
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7 See, my lov'd patroneſs ! o'er all the eaſt 
The jovial morn ſpreads out her roſy charms 


Soon will the bright, effulgent god of day 
= Appear in all the radiant pomp of light; 
Even now the ſummit of yon verdant hill 
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His welcome ray decks with celeſtial gold. 


To ſee Aurora's bluſh, to tread the green 
With dew-drops ſilver'd o'er, to hear the voice 


Of early barmony, to breathe ſerene 
The tranquil air, with health and vigour rich, 


The fair one's bloom not leſſens, but exalts. 


In converſation, gentle, ſweet, and pure, 
That lifts the ſoul to heaven, involved decp, 
Together let us trace the mazy road, 

Amid the broom and yellow-blooming futz, 
Profuſely ſpread o'er Avon's winding banks. 


See where, deep-folded in their mantles green, 


Yon happy groves in full luxuriance riſe, 
Shade above ſhade, magnificently gay! 
Elyſian ſcenes! of rural joy and peace, 
And innocence, the ever-bleſt abodes! 


(3B) 


See yon fair eminence ! whoſe verdant fides 


Are fring'd with woods, with herbs and flowers 


adorn'd ; 
Its lofty head crown'd with thoſe lonely walls, 
Sore ſhaken by the iron hand of time; 
Yet, though forſaken, ruin'd, and decay'd, 
Not the leaſt charm of the romantic ſcene. 


Quick let us pierce into the deepeſt ſhade, 
Where e'er the nobleſt offspring of the wood, 
The ſtately aſh, Jove's venerable oak, 

The birch, that widely ſcents the ambient air, 

Extended far o'er either pleaſant bank, 

With mingling boughs improve the ſacred gloom. 
Whete cer the void admits the ſolar ray, | 

Or on the ſummit of the ragged rock, 

With ſnowy bloſſoms ſmiles the prickly thorn, 

And ſweeter than Sabean odours breathes. 


Now glitt'ring in the bright ſun's orient beam, 
Now ſinking dark beneath th'umbrageous wood, 
Obſcure and humble, Avon rolls his ſtream ; 
No more inglorious would the Muſe beſtow 
A genius equal to Narciſſa's charms. 


Perch'd 
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Perch'd on the bough, or rais'd on wing ſub- 
lime, 

lc r in the centre of the grove embower'd, 

? The feather'd tribes pour out the copious ſong 

With artleſs melody: the balmy air 


] Is full of ſoftneſs, harmony, and love. 
Here the wild roſe, or white, or crtimſon-ſtain' d, 


: Its ſweetneſs breathes; and there columbines riſe, 
j With deep cerulean ting'd, or ſnowy fair; 

; Gay pinks and daiſies here ; the lowly ſtalk 

f On which erewhile the yellow ptimtoſe grew, 
Of herbs and flowers what multitudes delides, 
By bounteous nature's unconſtrained hand 
Planted, and cheriſh'd by her tender care, 

With various beauties purple o'er the wild ! 
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In conſcious triumph here the goddeſs reigns 


> In rude magnificence, and native glory, 
Exulting, awfully retir'd ſhe dwells, 
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And laughs at all that mimic art can do. 


Why nam'd I nature? Nature's ſov'reign Lord 
I meant to ſing; perſection's glorious ſource ! 
Who, felf-exiſtent, from eternity, 


With 
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With matchleſs wiſdom laid th'illuſtrious plan 
Of future worlds; whoſe all-creating word 
Call'd them to being ; whoſe almighty nod 
Directs their fate; whoſe goodneſs infinite 
Extends to all, and makes them fully bleſs'd. 


The ſerious moral ſtrain Narciſſa loves; 
Then look on nature with a moral eye; 
See God's own hand this ſweet receſs adorn 
With all the beauties that around us ſmile ! 
He with his colours paints the bluſhing roſe ; 
His heavenly breath perfumes the zephyr's wing, 
And gives their fragrance to th'ambroſial flowers. 
See in that rock magnificent his throne ! 
The ſong melodious from each bloomy ſpray 
Is but the voice of God : the waving groves, 
That fiream, which winds its everlaſting courſe, 
Thoſe fruitful vallies, yon majeſtic hills, 
The genial ſun, the azure fields of air, 
And all things round, the preſent God proclaim ; 
For though, exalted high o'er every power, 
In glory inacceſſible he fits, 
And with his thunder awes the proſtrate world ; 
Though with his hand he graſps immenſity, 

Him- 
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Himſelf by none beheld or comprehended, 

In all his works are his perfections ſeen ; 

True wiſdom the divine impreſſion hails, 

And, rais'd to heaven, loves, wonders, and 
adores. 


Now let us ſeek ſome peaceful cool retreat, 
While from his flaming throne the Lord of day 
Inceſſant darts abroad his fervid beams; 

And ſee ! yon ſylvan bower, by nature's hand 
Form'd in the boſom of the lofty rock, 


| Invites our ſteps. Stretching from either ſide, 


The mingling branches, cloſe-embracing, raiſe 
High over head a verdant canopy. 

On either hand the wanton ivy forms 

Aſhining wall, with many a flower inlaid. 

The fragrant woodbine here its ſweets unfolds ; 
Round trees and ſhrubs it twines with ſtrict em- 


brace, 
And makes them gay with beauties not their own. 


Down the ſteep rock deſcends the lucid rill, 
And, gently murmuring, pours the ſilver tide 
In many a little cataract ; below 
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The glaſſy pool in its fair boſom ſnews 
The ſoftened image of the happy ſcene. 
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Here might the virgin goddeſs of the woods # ; 
Delight to dwell ; but while Narciſſa deigns 2 
To viſit oft with me this dear receſs, 3 
Not all the glories which on Cynthus' brow, | | 


Or on Eurotas' blooming banks are ſeen, 
Shall this excell; nor ſhall the lovely maid 


Be leſs a goddeſs, leſs ador'd than ſhe. 
Beneath the freſhneſs of the gelid ſhade 
Let us elude the ſultry noon-tide hours : 
Here let me tell, if words can ever tell, 
How much I love thee; and amid our talk, 


Rich with new ſpirit, from thy coral lip, 
Oft-times a glowing kiſs ſhall intervene, 


To walk is pleaſure, and inſtruction too : 

Oft, my Narciſſa, while gay ſummer ſpreads 
Her various charms abroad, let us enjoy 
Such happineſs; it is the ſource of health; 
Invigorates the ſoul thro” all her powers; 
Refines the paſſions; heightens and improves 
The tender feelings of the noble mind. 


Ole 


But facred innocence and pure delight. 


With thee are full of glory, full of joy. 
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O!] let me fondly ftrive to imitate 
Thy ſpotleſs goodneſs, purity, and truth, 
And all the virtues which poſſeſs thy heart! 
With thee no ſorrow ſhall invade my breaſt; 
Nor vice, nor folly, ſhall inhabit there; 


The grateful fragrance of the breathing morn, 
The ſhade, while glows the fierce meridian 
blaze, 
The milder beauties of the humid eve, 
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On ſeeing a Youno LADY at a Diſtance, 
and unacquainted. ; 


wer how Saphira *mid the crowd appears ! 
Around her all the loves and graces play; 1 
Thus o'er the lowly weeds the lily rears LB Li 
Tts virgin head, with ſnowy beauty gay : SV 
Too much, bright maid! the diſtant proſpe& | - 
warms; | 
Then what's the preſent influence of thy charms? 
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So from the roſy portals of the morn, 
Cloath'd in ſweet majeſty do we behold, 
The riſing ſun the happy earth adorn, 
While heaven's pure azure flames with living gold, 
And from the ſplendor of his morning rays 
We gueſs the force of his meridian blaze. 
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The PRAISES of a CounTRy-LiFE. 


From Horace. 


7 Les3'r he, who, far from noiſe and ſtrife, 


D Enjoys the ſweets of rural life, 
In undiſturb'd repoſe, 
Like the firſt parents of mankind ; 
Whoſe equal unaſpiring mind 
No mad ambition knows. 


He loves to till his father's fields, 
_ Enjoying what his labour yields 
Hhleſs'd independent ſtate ! 
Of Fortune's various turns ſecure 
He lives; nor fearing to be poor, 
Nor wiſhing to be great. 


The trumpet's ſound he never hears ; 
The raging deep he never fears; 
The guilty courts he flies: 
The haughty dwellings of the great, 
And all the glittering pomp of ſtate, 
He glories to deſpiſe, 
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Now with aſſiduous care to join 

The poplar tall, and fruitſul vine, 
His labour he employs. 

Now in the winding vale he views 

His wand' ing herds of lowing cows, 
And feels unnumber'd joys. 


With care he prafts his fruitful trees, 

Or elſe with his induſtrious bees 
Divides the fragrant ſpoil. 

Now on the flowery hill to keep, 

And now to ſhear his tender ſheep, 
Is his delightful toil. 


When bounteous autumn crowns the year, 

Well-pleas'd he plucks the grafted pear : 
The vine her cluſter yields, 

With tiicſe he grateful loads thy ſhrine, 


Vertumnus, and Sylvanus, thine, _ 
Kind guardian of his fields: 


Beneath the oak's refreſhing ſhade, 
On the green turf ſecurely laid, 
He taſtes a ſweet repoſe : 


While 
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| While the deep river windes along, 
The birds, to lull him, join their ſong ; 
The brook, ſoft- murm'ring, flows. 


When angry Jove the year deforms 
With ſable clouds, and driving ſtorms, 
He to the field repairs 
Where pleas'd, and innocently gay, 
Jovial he waſtes the ſhort-liv'd day, 

Forgetting all his cares. 


At night a chearful lovely wife, 

The beſt and deareſt joy of life, 
With all her modeſt charms, 

And kind embraces, ſoothes his toil; 

And while his children ſweetly ſmile, 
He claſps them in his arms. 


Nor care, nor luxury invade 

His board, with unbought diſhes ſpread ; 
What ſimple nature craves 

Alone he aſks ; and all that's given, 

By the kind hand of bounteous heayen, 
With gratitude receives, 
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Thus ſpoke, with rural beauty chatm'd, 
With love of calm retirement warm'd, LE 3 
A courtier in diſgrace. 
At night ambition pleas'd no more: 
Next day the courtly ſtorm was o'er, 
And he reſum'd his place, 
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E LE T. 
To VENUS. 


AY Venvs, gentle queen of ſoft defire ! 
Oft have I bended at thy ſacred ſhrine 


Oft did my earneſt vows of thee require, 
("Twas all I wiſh'd) to call my Delia mine. 


But now the dear deluſion charms no more; 
I know thee deaf to my neglected pray'r: 


Now ev'ry joy, and ev'ry hope, is o'er, 


And all behind is ſorrow and deſpair. 


Why ſhould I longer ſeek, with uſeleſs care, 
The fragrant myrtle, and ſweet-bluſhing roſe ? 
And why the garland for thy ſhrine prepare, 
Regardleſs as thou art of all my woes? 


Why ſhould I worſhip her who ſcorns my vow? 
And love the maid that does my love diſdain ? 
The giver of each tender pleafure thou, 

Yet all thou giv'ſt to me is grief and pain. 


1 The 
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The venal lover wins, with eaſy art, 
His venal fair, or bears the loſs unmov'd ; 


While keeneſt anguiſh wounds the faithful heart, 
Or ill-requited, or in vain belov'd. 


Vet good and gentle is my Delia's breaſt, 
As truth ſincere, as melting pity kind: 
Not ſhe, but Fate, forbids me to be bleſt—— 
To Fate true Wiſdom ever is reſign'd. 


Farewel, ye pleaſing hopes, ye ſoft deſires ; 
Farewel, thou deareſt cauſe of all my pain; 
Farewel the tender ſong, which love inſpires ? 
For life's a cheat, and love itſelf is vain, 
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A Paſtora! 
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A Paſtoral ODE. 


M AKE hafte, my dear PHoese, ariſe; 
I'm waiting impatient for you; 

The ſun now ſhines bright in the ſkies, 

And drinks up the glittering dew, 


'Tis pity to loſe the fine morn ; 
it would pleaſe you to ſee it fo fair: 
Thoſe flowers I have brought to adorn 0 


Your boſom, and ſweet- flowing hair. 


Dear fountain of all my delight! 
Thou faireſt and beſt of thy kind! 
Array thee in beautiful white, 

As ſpotleſs and pure as thy mind. 


I lead thee, my love, to the field, 


Where the roſes and violets grow; . 
Where the linnets and goldfinches build, 
And the weſt-winds moſt pleaſanily blow. 
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And there we will kiſs, dance, and ſing, 
With pleaſure the long ſummer-day; 
Time, ſmiling, and waving his wing, 
Delighted ſhall vaniſh away. 


For who of the Nymphs of the green 
Is equal in beauty to thee? | 
And where ſhall a couple be ſeen 
So happy as PHoeBt and me? 
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2 Nox KS SUS, 
To Miſs —— in the Country. 


HILE far from me, my m— friend, 

convey'd, 
Forſakes the town, and ſeeks the rural ſhade, 
The calm retirement of her native plains, 
Where truth, with innocence her fitter reigns, 
Say, is there aught within the mulſe's power 
May hope to chear a ſolitary hour ? 
May hope with ſoft perſuaſion to commend 
To thee the memory of thy abſent friend ? 


O could my numbers boaſt the heavenly art, 
To move the fancy, or to warm the heart! 
Then ſhould my nobleſt ſtrains inceſſant flow, 
And with congenial warmth thy boſom glow. 
To pleaſe thee ſhould the muſe unwearied ſing, 
To thy retreat her ſweeteſt offerings bring. 


Tho' not to theſe my humble veiſe aſpires, 
Nor genius pr mpts my ſong, nor glory fires, 
Thy dear commands with pleaſure I obey, 

And ſend thee, all I can, this humble lay. 
Te 
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To outward ſhew let others fondly bend; 
The poliſh'd brow and roſy cheek commend z i 
Extoll the radiant eye, the form divine; Ne 


An honeſt eart is God's delight, and mine: 


Hence love ſincere, and cordial friendſhip flow, D 
The de:reft b'-flings we enjoy below; þ 
And hence ſhalt thou, tho' far from me remov'd, 4 
Be ever honour'd, and be ever loy'd : | 3 4 
Oft ſhall my carneſt prayers for thee aſcend ; 7 
And gracious heaven ſhall bleſs my lovely friend.. 


Now, to the rural ſhade while you repair, 


May all life's pureſt joys await you there! | 
Health, peace, contentment, virtue's precious 
ſtcre ; 


And man can aſk, and God can give no more. 
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On reading the following Line in Waller. 
ce The Muſe Friend, Tea, doth the Fang aid.” 


4 


To Miſs —— *. 


o 
Ä 


ES! fragrant Tea the poet's breaſt inſpires, 
Aſſiſts the fancy, and exalts his fires 


The gen'rous liquor warming as it flows, 
With brighteſt wit the raptur'd boſom glows, 


Thus let the China elegantly ſtand, 
Rang'd by my lovely friend's delightful hand; 
I in the Tea a thouſand charms explore, 
A thouſand ſweets it ne'er could boaft before 3 
The ſoul it brightens, and the fancy warms; 
Tell me, ye ſages, whence theſe powerfu! charms? 
For while at home I ſolitary fit, 
Bohea has not the leaſt pretence to wit. 


A CHA- 
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A CHARACTER. 


HE fair that pives true happineſs to life, 

The ſweeteſt miſtreſs, and the deareſt wife, 

Not with exterior ſhe her lover warms, 

Nor builds her power on beauty's ſhort-liv'd 
charms. | 

She ſcorns with art to roul the ſparkling eye, 

Smile without cauſe, and without reaſon figh ; 

Thinks balls relax, and plays improve the mind, 

Tho' not the good ſupreme of womankind ; 

Conſcious of real worth, unmov'd can view. 

One finer than herſelf, and fairer too ; 

" Slow to receive, forward to merit praiſe, 

Sweet modeſty preſides o'er all her ways. 

The tinſel'd fop ſhe glories to deſpiſe; 

Gold makes no blockhead lovely in her eyes; 

No titles charm her, nor the pomp of ſtate, 

Ambitious rather to be good than great. 


When 
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When ſome bleſs'd youth with the ſoft arts of 


love, 


Honour and truth, her generous heart would 
move, 


To merit's cauſe ſhe gives a willing ear; 
Kind, but not fond; not violent, but fincere : 


She's pleas'd Capprove whatever reaſon can, 
But hopes no angel in the favour'd man. 


Soon as the happy two by vows are one, 
She thinks his intereſt, and his cares her own; 
Nor hopes a round of never-ceaſing joy, 
Which, unallay'd with pain, the ſenſe would 

cloy; 
She, with calm fortitude, expects to find 
Her ſhare of evils, common to mankind ; 
And thinks it the beſt glory of a wife 
To often every rugged path of life: 
To raiſe the gay, relieve the painful hour, 
She thinks the nobleſt ends of female power; 
Wile, without ſourneſe, without folly gay, 
Fit to direct, and willing to obey. 


Her houſe ſhe guides, nor thinks the leaſt affair 
To that belonging worthleſs of her care; 


I Laviſh 


1 


Laviſh extravaganee ſhe'll ever hate, 
Frugal, yet generous ; decent, without ſtate, 
»Tis her's in ſimple neatneſs to excel! 


- ” - 
. : e ITT 3 
1 N 5 2's ASS. 1. q q 2 / 
$97 Grow PEI TAL ns or i . 


Order and peace with her for ever dwell. 


Should gracious heaven give to their chaſte em- 
brace | 

Life's deareſt hope, a tender blooming race, 

The gently yielding mind ſhe forms with care; 

Bids virtue ſmile, and folly learn to fear: 

While in deep awe the ſweet offenders ſtand, 

And dread the hardly-kind correcting hand, 

She joys each fair idea to improve; 

Mixing the guardian's with the mother's love. 


Such are the charms that make divinely fair; 
And ſuch the beauties time can ne'er impair ; 
Beauties which, fearleſs of his waſting rage, 
Make her ador'd in youth, rever'd in age 
Dear to her huſband, by her friends belov'd, 
Bleſt in herſelf, and by the world approv'd. 


And, oh my friend! whom glorying to obey, 
Th'obſequious mule attunes her humble lay, 


How 


5 
How happy he for whom kind heaven ordains 


* . , "5 F r 


-at laſt be 


He youth's gay freedoms chearful may reſign 


The ſweet original of theſe my ſtrains ! 
Such be thy fate; and ſuch 


mine. 
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F knaves and Fools, or ſmall, or great, 
The one I ſcorn, the one I hate. 
This Clodivs found, and well he knew 
Each precious name to him was due ; 
He vows revenge; he gains his end ; 
He lies, and calls himſelf my friend. 
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On a vouN LA D 's making a ſhort 
Viſit where the Author was. 


HEN firſt Amynta on theſe plains ap- 
pear'd, 

More lovely than the beams of orient day, 

I knew no ſorrow, and no ill I fear'd ; 

Careleſs and eaſy paſs'd the hours away. 


Amidſt the fragrance of the breathing mead, 
Or by the windings of tbe ſea-beat ſhore, 
Calm and ſerene, I tun'd the vocal reed, 
Or *mid the rude cliffs heard old ocean roar. 


Nor gentle love, nor frienſhip's holy flame, 
Mov'd with their pleaſing cares my tranquil 
breaſt, 
Till here the bright, the ſweeteſt deſtroyer came 
In fatal hour, and robb'd my foul of reſt. 


At once beheld, admir'd, rever'd, belov'd, 
For my heart's peace too much, my tender pain, 
My 
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My ſoft diſtreſs, heaven ſaw, with pity mov'd, 


And call'd the dear one from theſe fields again. : L 
Ah me ! too late its unavailing care! 0 
Heaven call'd her hence too late for my repoſe: 
What? tho' Amynta be no longer here, | 
My ſoul is with her, where-ſoc'er ſhe goes. 
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On ſeeing a Butterfly in a young LApx's 
Window. 


ERE the gay wand'rer flops, that us d to 
rove 
The purpled mead, the garden, and the grove. 
His all the beauty of the fragrant fields; 
His all the ſweetneſs which the ſummer yields. 
From flower to flower the happy rover flew, 
And ſip'd at pleaſure heaven's ambrofial dew. 


te te eee a. 2 n Fo + 8, 4 22 * n ern 
— 2 . * ee * 


One day he, careleſs, wing'd his airy way.; 
By Chloe's window *twas his hap to ftray. 
To court the bealthful breeze then opened wide, 
And, looking in, the lovely maid he ſpy'd. 
All dazled with her charms, he fondly ſeeks 
His own lov'd roſes in her glowing cheeks ; 
Her ſnowy boſom, half reveal'd to ſight, 
Like virgia lilies, ſeem'd of of pureſt white. 


Tranſ- 
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Tranſported now, around the heav'nly maid, 
In many an am'rous ring, the wanton plaid ; 


In the ſweet bondage glories to remain, 
Nor ever dreams he of his fields again, 


So from the purſuits of unthinking youth 
Call'd by my Chloe's lovelineſs and truth, 
Was my devoted heart reſign'd to thee; 
Now huggs the chain, nor wiſhes to be free. 
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In the manner of TIBULLUS. 


LI T him whoſe foul the love of glory charms, 
Purchaſe in fields of death immortal fame ; 
Be his, when worn with toil, and old in arms, 


The victor's laurel, and the honour'd name. 


Me, unambitious of the noble Qrife, 
Let rural eaſe infold with ſoft embrace ; 
Let me in calm retirement lead my life, 


Amid the joys of innocence and peace. 


Let him whom gold inflames with low deſire, 
The precious miſchief ſeek o'er land and ſea : 
Should he the utmoſt of his wiſh acquire, 

Is he more happy, more content than me ? 


Does fleep with gentler ſlumber ſeal his eyes? 
Or fancy bleſs him with more pleaſant dreams ? 


Or does the morn with ruddier glory riſe. 


And round his head diffuſe her fairer beams? 
K Or 
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Or does the radiant ſov'reign of the day, 
With a diviner gladneſs warm his breaſt | 
With ſweeter influence drive his cares away? 
And pleas'd behold him more completely vleſt ? 


Lay me inglorious in the lowly ſhade ; 
The dear delights of gentle love be mine: 
With ſoft devotion duly ſhall be paid 
My ardent vows at Cythereg's ſhrine. 


And ſhould the gracious queen my ſuit ap- 
prove, 
And give my dear Narciſſa to my arms, 
Glory and wealth, well are ye loſt for love; 
And well repaid by beauty's heavenly charms. 
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On a ſavourite Doc, buried in a Garden. 


J HE Charms of beauty, and the hopes of 
| youtn, 

Grateful affection, innocence, and truth, 

Wrapt in a long, long ſleep, are buried here: 

Ceaſe, ye ſevere, to blame the falling tear. 


To Juba's grave ſhall each returning ſpring 
With libral hand her ſweteſt offerings bring: 
Its fragrant ſhade the woodbine ſhall beſtow ;_ 
In beauty's pride the bluſhing rofes glow ; 
They o'er his duſt ſhall ſpread their faireſt bloom, 
And all around him breathe the rich perfume. 
Light ſhall the earth lie on his gentle breaſt, 
And calm, and ſoft be his eternal reſt. 
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On a Bisv, ſinging in a Cage. 


oy 


H OW, lovely priſoner Doſt thou ſing, 
And bear captivity ſo well! | 


Tho' form'd the mid- way ſky to wing, 
And where thou would'ſt at pleaſure dwell, 
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For thee fair freedom has no charms; 
Long habit makes confinement ſweet; 
No love thy little boſom warms; 

No beauty makes thy heart to beat. 
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Each natural impulſe ſeems forgot ! 
Unmov'd tranquillity is thine ; 
Careleſs thou breath'ſt thy chearful note; 4 
Thy bliſs, poor bird, is more than mine. 1 


No jealous fears diſtract thy breaſt; 
To thee ambition ne'er was known; 
Theſe dwell not with the bird or beaſt; 
No! reaſon boaſts them all her own. 


The. 
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The happy moments as they fly, 
Pleas'd thou enjoy'ſt, nor doſt thou fear 
What ills in time's dark womb may lie, 
To bring far-diſtant ſorrow near. 


Contentment, Life's moſt precious bliſs, 
With life's ſupport to thee 1s given; 
And, grateful for thy happiness, 

Thou with a ſong requiteſt heaven. 


Yet, pretty bird, I'll not repine, 
Nor grieve thy happineſs to ſee : 
The God who makes thoſe bleſſings thine, 


Takes care for all as well as thee. 


To 
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To a Vox LADY, 


On her being abroad when I was to viſit her. 


W HILE here with ſoft impatience J at- 
tend, 

If not your lover, your ſincereſt friend, 

You, lovely trifler, wild and careleſs roam 

O'er half the town, nor ever think of home. 


Oft-times have your mad frolicks given me pain; 


As oft a ſmile ſet all to rights again; 
But now *tis o'er ; my breaſt is fill'd with rage; 
Behold, and trembling read th'avenging page! 


Nor will I meanly rail, as others do, 
And damn all womankind in ſpite to you: 


On you alone ſhall my juſt vengeance fall ; 
Although 'tis dreadful, you deſerve it all. 


And firſt, if any youth your charms adore, 
Heaven hear my prayer, and bid him love no more; 
Eraze each ſoft impreſſion from his mind, 

Nor let one dear idea ſtay behind. 

And from your breaſt may his neglect remove 

Each ſweet remembrance of your former love! 
Hence- 
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Hlenceforth be all your worth and beauty vain; 


No future triumph may you ever gain: 
Be your's the doom of which you are moſt afraid, 


To die a dull, neglected, ſour, old maid. 


Yet may you love, and may your favour be 
Unworthily beſtow'd ; beſtow'd on me. 
May you obſequious, my cold heart to warm, 
Try every art, and play off every charm : 


May your ſoft breaſt heave with unpitied woe 


Your pleading eyes with uſeleſs tears o'erflow. 
Nor prayers, nor tears my flinty heart ſhall move, 
Nor all the ſtrong perſuaſive arts of love. 


The queen of beauty liſtening all the while, 
Now interpos'd with a diſdainful ſmile. 
Is this the man, ſhe ſaid, fo ſtout and vain ? 
The ſofteſt ſubject of my gentle reign ! 
Should ſhe (which, let me tell thee, ne'er can be) 
Should Chloe ſmile on ſuch a wretch as thee ; 
Should my blind boy ſelect a golden dart, 
And in your favour touch her honeſt heart, 
Her yielding heart with tranſport you'd receive, 
And think it the beſt bleſſing God could give. 


To 


14 
See 


To a Youns LADY, 
With Paradiſe Loſt. 


J* Milton's ever-living ſong we find 

How ſhone the firſt and faireſt of her kind; 
By God's own hand with ev'ry beauty grac'd, 
And God's own image on her ſoul impreſs'd 
While truth and innocence her ways did guide 
Her Maker's glory, and creation's pride, 

Her god-like lover ſaw with raviſh'd eyes 
This laſt and greateſt bounty of the ſkies ; 

To gracious heaven his thankful vows addreſs'd, 
Wich love and beauty now completely bleſs'd. 


The God, well pleas'd, beheld the happy 
pair, | 
And angels watch'd them with affiduous care, 
Around them Eden ſpread her faireſt bloom ; 
Her fragrant groves diffus'd the rich perfume ; 
Through every vocal ſhade the ſylvan throng, 
To pleaſe them, tun'd the ſoſt love-breathing ſong; 
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With roſy ſteps perpetual Spring did move, 
And all was beauty, harmony, and love. 


Then let my deareſt Ax NA, while ſhe reads, 
Obſerve whence real happineſs proceeds ; 
That virtue only makes divinely fair, 

And let that virtue be her conſtant care: 

Let truth and innocence poſſeſs her breaſt, 
And ſhe'll be ever lovely, ever bleſt. 
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HILE vernal airs inſpire each tuneful 
tongue, | 
Wilt thou, Narc/a, graciouſly attend? 
And while 1 ſtrive to pleaſe thee with my ſong, 
With kind indulgence liſten to thy friend? 


If thou art pleas'd, *tis all that I defire ; 
Well ſhall thy joy repay the muſe's toll : 
Applauds the world, or not, ['il ne'er enquire; 
Enough to me thy ſweet approving ſmile, 


With beauty cloath'd, again the jocund ſpring 
O'er the bleſt fields her mildeſt influence ſheds ; 
The weſt-wind lightly waves his downy wing, 
And flowers unnumber'd purple o'er the meads. 


In pride of youth exults the jovial year; 
Again the groves put on their robes of green; 


Again 


J L $$] 
* Again the pleaſant wood-land ſong we hear, 
And nature in her faireſt form is ſeen. 


Along the banks of the wild-warbling ſtream, 
Vith many an herb adorn'd, and fragrant flow'r, 
Ch:car'd by the ſetting ſun's inſbiring beam, 


— 


Oft-wand'ring I erj:y the peaceful hour, 


The ſolemn fee nes difpoſe the tranquil breaſt, 
3 * "© * ! j 

= To ſ{rrions nuting and to thought refin'd ; 
Ad cont.inplation comes, a heavenly gueſt ! 
Aud pours out all her bleſſings on the mind. 

: Nor whe: the gentle ſov'reign of the night, 


Illumes witn mod it ray th'etierial blue, 
Will I decline to hai! her tober light, 
As with ſoft ſteps I print th'ambroſial dew. 


Let memory then recall ſome tuneful page, 
And warm the ſoul with extaſy divine; 
Or let the moral thought my heart engage, 
And wiſdom's pure immortal joys be mine. 


Sacred to wiſdom is the hour of eve; 
She triumphs when the world ſinks down to reſt ; 
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The faithleſs paſſions then no more deceive; 
The cares of day no more diſtract the breaſt. 


But ah! while all around is joy and peace, 
Why heaves my boſom with that tender ſigh ? 
Why faints my longing heart? and why not ceaſe 
The tears to fall ſpontaneous from my eye ? 


What wants there to adorn the happy year ? 
And what to charm the anxious foul to reſt ? 
Alas! my dear Narciſſa is not here: 

Tell me, ye lovers, can I then be bleſt ? 


For thee, lov'd maid, I ſigh, and wiſh in vain? 
To thy dear name attune the plaintive lay : 
In vain does beauty purple o'er the plain; 

In vain the flow'rs are ſweet, the groves are gay, 


No more the glowing ſcene my boſom warms; 
No more the vernal ſong delights my ear; 

Thy abſence throws a veil o'er nature's charms, 
And leſſens every glory of the year. 


Short and uncertain is our ev'ry joy; 
Oft tranſient pleaſure ends in laſting woe: 
Hence 


9 
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Hence from the friend's and from the lover's eye, 
The luſtre fades, the tears inceſſant flow. 


Is there a bleſſing that I yet can taſte 
Let happineſs for ever wait on thee : 
Be ever gracious, and be ever bleſt ; 
Be ever kind; and, oh! remember me. 
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Fc 
To a LADY, going to Sea; 


Beginning, in Imitation of Honace, with an Addreſs 
to the Ship, 


80 may the ſtars that rule the tide 

Your courſe with friendly influence guide, 
As o'er the waves (ſoft may they roll !) 

You bear the partner of my ſoul: 

As you the precious charge reſtore 


In ſafety to the deſtin'd ſhore, 


Sure, triple braſs involy'd his heart 
Woo firſt durſt try the dangerous art, 
On a frail brittle plank to brave 
The roaring wind and boiitterous wave, 


But gracious heaven ſhall hear my prayer, 
And make my lovely friend its care ; 

From every danger her defend, 

And every happy omen ſend. 


Imperial Neptune, from afar 
Conſpicuous on his rezal car, 


O'er 


1791 


O'er the obſequious deep ſhall glide, 

Aud with his trident rule the tide. 

From cral groves, and chryttal bowers, 

Shall riie the mild ceruican powers, | 

And, pleas'd, her glories to ſurvey, 

Along the filver ſurface play; 
| With vocal ſhells her praiſes found, 
The ocean ſmiling all around. 
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Confin'd within th*Eolian cave, 
In vain the frantic ſtorm ſuall tave; 
While ſoftly breathes th'auſpicious pale, 
And gently fiils the ſwe'ling fall. 


And oh! when, every danger cer, 
Joyful you reach the wild for ſhoe 3 


When far, too far from me remoy'd, 


O long lamented, long belov's! 


And (if my earneſt praver ariſe 

Not unaccepted to the ſkies) 

When bleſs'd with al that heaven can ſend, 
Remeniber then your abſent friend : 

Yes, think of him, fecure that he 

Can never ceaſe to think of thee. 


Hor act, 
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HORACE, 
Book II. Ode 16. “ 


13 HE trembling failor prays for eaſe, 
When toſs'd upon the raging ſeas ;] 
When the black louring tempeſts hide 
The ſtars that us'd his courſe to guide. 


For eaſe the foldier makes his prayer, 
Amidſt the poinp and toils of war; 
For eaſe which is not to be ſold 
For purple, precious ſtones, or gold. 


Nor wealth, nor greatneſs can controul 
The tu mults that diſtract the ſoul ; 
Or charm to peace the cares that wait 
Around the dwellings of the great. 


It weuld perhaps be improper to call theſe pieces 
from Ho»! E either Tranſlations or Imitations ; 


whatever they are, the ſentiments, I believe, are his: 
at lealt the Reader will ſcarce allow them to be mine. 


Bleſt 


? 
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on 


Bleſt he, who, grateful and content, 
Enjoys the little heaven has ſent |! 
Whoſe houſe and table, neat and plain, 
His father's ſimple taſte retain: 

Whoſe fleep is gentle, and entire 
From guilty fear, or low deſire. 


Since life fo ſoon muſt paſs away, 


Why reach our thoughts beyond to-day? 


While many a mighty ſcheme we boaſt 
Behold the vain projectors loſt ! 
Why, diſcontented, do we fly 
Our native ſoil, and genial ſky? 
The exile, to his grief, will find 
He cannot leave himſelf behind, 


Care, ſwifter than the bounding roe, 


Or rapid wind, the lofty prow 
Of the proud veſſel mounts, or flies 
Where the gay martial enſigns riſe. 


A chearful mind with joy receives 
What heaven's indulgent bounty gives; 
To providence refers the reſt, 


Nor hopes to be compleatly bleſt. 
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In blooming youth death ſnatch'd away 
Lamented W oLFE; a noble prey! 
While lives; and may he live 
Till life has nothing more to give : 

And time, perhaps, may grant to me 
What he, averſe, denies to thee, 


By fortune favour'd o'er the reſt, 
With wealth and honour thou art bleſt ; 
And the kind hand of bounteous heaven 
What nature wants to me has given; 
A ſpark of genius, and a mind 
Above the vulgar herd refin'd: 


£ 


Had the author ever an illuftrious friend, the reader ſhould 
have found his name here, in place of a Hiatus lachrymabilis ( a 


mournful gap), I hope the ladies will be my readers, 
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HORACE, 
Book I. Ode 25. 
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ES! the kind muſe inſpires my ſong : | 4 
Hence fears, and cares; vexatious throng ! 4 
Ve ſorrows that oppreſs the mind, 
Be gone: I give you to the wind. 


1 bun thmew, — — P 

Rr RES e er * N 2 2 - 
2 LES 5 - : H pes. a 

— n > - — — —— — 

Mo — * I; 3 1 
— — — — — 2 - = 
= * — % = — | : 2 = - . 17 5 — 
— — 8 * 7 * - * 75 — De — 

2 1 4 4 » I wm S — — — — = _ — = 7 - — — 

— J — < . c = 2 = + 
5 ** 3 2 — — — = - Ew. > r 
2 > * =" Sas. - _ — 2 — — — 0 4 

- 2 — * — 2 DO *» — — 
- * — > 2 
a 


> Ss 


1 

Ec * 
Wc | 
1 

4 

F 


I judge not the affairs of ſtate, 
Nor watch the meaſures of the great; 
What prince the Ruſſian ſceptre ſways 
Ne'er hurts the quiet of my days; 
And tho', perhaps, I know full well 
Who dreads the Spaniards * more than hell, 
Such cares ſhall ne'er diſturb my peace, 
Nor rob me of a moment's eaſe. 


Sweet harmoniſt, that lov'ſt to ſing 
Where the pure chryſtal fountains ſpring z 


* Written in Portugal, during the War, and ſoon 
after the depoſition of the late Emperor of Ruſſia, 
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Melodious Pimplea, who long 

Haſt chear'd my heart, and warm'd my ſong, 
Select each fair and fragrant flower, | 
With which thou us'dſt to deck thy bower ; F 
Of theſe, with rural kill prepare 5 
The garland for my CHLOE's hair; 0 
And, oh ! my gracious queen, inſpire 

Wich all thy art the tuneful lyre, 

In bonour of the heavenly maid ; 

And call thy ſiſters to thy aid: | 
For, ſure, a beauty ſo divine | 
Deſerves the praiſes of the Nine. | 


From 
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From HORACE, 
Book IV. Ode 9. 


Who lives of ampleſt wealth poſſeſt. 


More happy he who rightly knows 

* To uſe the good which heaven beſtows ; 
Who honeſt poverty can bear, 

And death far leſs than guiit doth fear ; 
Who dares to die, reſolv'd and brave, 
His country, or his friend to ſave, 


8 hg S madneſs, ſure, to call him bleſt 
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From HORACE, 4 
Book II. Ode 10. 8 
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N life, my friend, *tis wiſe to keep 11 
The middle courſe: with vent'rous oar | E \ 
Tempt not too far the ſtormy deep, W \ 
Nor come too near the rocky ſhore. | 


Let him who loves the golden mean, 
And all it's decent joys, above 
Whatever's ſordid and obſcene, 

Far from the guilty court remove. 


The winds the ſtately pine deform, 
T hat rears to heaven its lofty head ; 1 
W hile, far beneath the raging ſtorm, 
In ſafety bends the lowly reed. 


The threat'ning towers that proudly riſe, 
Diſtinguiſh'd ruin lays as low; 
The glowing bolt that ſhakes the ſkies 
Strikes the aerial mountain's brow, 
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And when the fickle power is kind, 


Oft-times unbends his filver-bow ; 
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When fortune frowns, the prudent mind 
With better hopes its pain beguiles: 


Truſts not too far her ſyren ſmiles. 


Tho' winter now deform the plain, 
The God that rules the varying year 
Will ſend the lovely ſpring again, 
Wich genial breath the fields to chear. 


Let virtue never then deſpair, 
Nor fear her ſuff' rings ſhall be long: 
Oft-times Thalia, heavenly fair! 
Reſumes the long - neglected ſong. 


The radiant God that leads the day 


And wakes the ſweet harmonious lay, 
Where Xanthus' ſtreams ſoft-warbling flow. 
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While blows the ſtorm, be firm and brave; 
For then appears the noble mind: 
Be cautious too while o'er the wave 
You gayly fly before the wind, 


ELEGY, 
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On the Death of General WOLFE. 


Dulce & decorum eft pro patria mori. HoR, 


CY” yonder plain, what awful form ap- 


pears, 
Her temples with triumphal a bound! 
From her bright eyes why flow the copious tears? 
Why, ſad and thougtful, looks ſhe on the ground ? 


"Tis BrITAIN's genius Ober her fallen ſon, 
Diſſolv'd in grief, the lovely mourner ſtands ; 
Forgets the glory by the hero won, 

And with vain ſighs his precious life demands, 


Lo in the duſt the graceful warrior lies; 


Cold is that breaſt which glow'd with martial 
flame ; 


Eternal lumber ſeals his weary'd eyes; 
No more they ſparkle with the hopes of fame. 


Ah: 
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; Ah! what avails thee, number'd with the 
dead, 
That fair ambition which thy foal did move? 


Now life, with all its tranſient joys, is fled, 
The charms of glory, and the fweets of love. 


From death's rude hand could valour fave the 
brave, 
O WoLFEe! thy country ſhould not mourn thy 
fate : 
Could patriot virtue reſcue from the grave, 
The muſe ſhould not with tears thy doom re- 
late. 


Vet mid the tears that wet thy ſacred tomb, 
Let her, well-pleas'd, in ſtrains of triumph, tell, 
Tho' ſnatch'd from life while in its faireſt bloom, 
None ever liv'd too ſhort who dy'd ſo well. 


Long ſhall BRITANNIA, weeping, ſpeak thy 
fame, 
Thy early fall the good and brave ſhall mourn, 
And, ever grateful to thy honour'd name, 
Pour out their pious ſorrows o'er thy urn. 


N When 
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* When ages hence, this ſong is known no 
more, 

Who haply walk among the mighty dead, 
Shall ſay, while they thy noble fate deplore, 
And with ſoft ſteps the hallow'd mould they tread : 


&© BRITANNI1A'S brave avenger here is laid: 
« Obſequious to his injur'd country's call; 
4% For her he fought, he conquer'd, and he bled : 
te Great in his life, and glorious in his fall.” 


„ When this Elegy was written, it was ſaid, General 
Worrr was to be buried in Weſtminſter Abbey. 
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Written nearly extempore, to fill a blank Leaf. 


HAT! leave a page all white! it is un- 
worthy 

The genius of a poet, whoſe right hand 
Inceſſant lab' ring, loads each ſcrape of paper, 


And letter-back, with heaps of precious wit. 


In this dilemma, can I think of nothing ? 
Nothing— why, Nothing is a copious theme; 
How many volumes of wiſe commentaries, 
Abſtruſe philoſophy, and learning deep, 

Look venerable, yet are full of nothing! 
Of many a poem, and of many a ſermon, 
It is the fruitful unexhauſted ſubject. 
Dear bounteous Nothing! many an orator 
That loves the muſic of his own ſweet tongue, 
Makes all his ſpeech of thee. The noiſy patriot, 
That cries his country's loſt, and wildly raves, 
Becauſe his own dear ſelf is unemploy'd, 
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His zeal is but thy ſhadow. Many a ſpark, 
That kneels, and weeps, and tells the liſtening 

fair | 
Of darts, flames, death, his love is very Nothing. 
And many a modeſt maid, that rails at man, 
With looks demure, nor pitying human weakneſs, 
Her virtue's Nothing. To thy honour'd name 
Let me be ever grateful, ever jult ; 
For many a tuneful page, as well as this, 
Dear, precious Nothing! have I fill'd with thee. 
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A PAST ORAL 


Hic gelidi Fontes, hic mollia Prata Lytori, 
Hic Nemus, hic toto tecum conſumerer vo. Virg, 


N opening flowers, and riſing verdure laid, 
Beneath the ſpreading hazel's grateful ſhade, 
Where the ſweet birch the pleaſant grove per- 
fumes, | 
Were roſes glow, and where the woodbine 
blooms, 


Alexis ſhunn'd the ſultry heat of day ; 


His faithful dog afleep beſide him lay: 
While with glad ſong the ecchoing copſes rung, 
He ſigh'd, threw by his crook, and thus he ſung : 


Why would my Phillis leave the peaceful plain? 
Why would my Phillis leave her faithful ſwain ? 
Thunlucky town! ah me! what ſecks ſhe there? 
Tune town is faithieſs, aud my Phillis fair. 


There the fine youths, they ſay, make love with art, 


And ſpeak a language foreign to the heart. 
Smooth 
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Smooth tales they tell, on purpoſe to deceive; 

Tales which no maiden ſafely can believe: 

With vows and oaths they court the fair's em. 
brace z 


Then leave the lovely mourner to diſgrace. 

So Micon told me; I remember well ; 

And ſo my Phillts too has heard him tell: 

Remember, beauteous virgin ! oh! beware, 

Think of thy ſwain, and guard thy heart with 

care, 

Fine may their dreſs, fine may their manners be, 

But, oh my dear one! do they love like me? 

All night I wake, and wiſh for thee in vain ; 

For thee I look till night returns again: 

For thee the hills, for thee the woodlands mourn; 
The nymphs and ſhepherds ſigh for thy return. 


-_ 


Return, return, O Phillis ! nor diſdain 
The rural hamlet, and the lowly ſwain ; 
The ruftic garb, the manners without art; 
The love that ſpeaks the language of the heart : 
The country maidens, modeſt, kind, and true; 
'The chaſte delights that nature ſpreads for you. 
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Smooth winds the ſtream, and ſoft the weſt 
wind blows, | 
And fair and fragrant blooms the vernal roſe ; 
With brighteſt purple glows the orient morn, 
And mildeft ſhades the humid eve adorn ; 
My bower, unpierced by the noon-tide ray 
With grateful coolneſs ſoothes the ſultry day. 
Here, O my love, the chryſtal fountains flow; 
With faireft flowers the breathing meadows glow; 
In all its ſtately pride the grove is ſeen, 
Dreſt in its gayeſt robes of pleaſant green: 
Would heaven beſtow ſuch happineſs on me, 
Here I would live, and I would die with thee, 


Oft in a cottage dwells delight ſincere 
And calm contentment oft inhabits there; 
Leifure and peace, which the plain ſhepherd loves, 
And honeſt truth, which bounteous heaven ap- 
proves. | 


Two ſnowy lambs in gentle bands I hold, 
Of equal age, the faireſt of my fold: 
How will the lovely things with wanton pride, 


 Where'er you wander, frolick by your ſide! 
Obſe- 
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Obſequious come, and go, at your command, 
And crop the fragrant wild thyme from your hand. 
Amynta ſees them with a longing eye; 

And ſhe has charms, when Phillis is not by. 

But what are all Amynta's charms to me? 

This faithful heart can never ſtray from thee. 
Then haſte, my fair one, to thy longing ſwain, 
And with thy preſence bleſs our fields again. 


Thus while he ſung, the flaming ſun withdrew, 
Mild evening filver'd o'er the graſs with dew : 
Where winds the ſtream his bleating flocks he led; 
Secure along its flow'ry banks they fed ; 

When all unhop'd, to bleſs his gen'rous flame, 

To his retreat ſweet-ſmiling Phillis came : 

He bow'd to heaven, then claſp'd with eager arms 
The lovely maid with all her matchleſs charms. 
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VVV 


Chap. xv11, verſes 9, 10. 


8 flies the ſhadow o'er the plain, 


Thy youth, O man, ſo haſtes away 
Thy beauty and thy ſtrength are vain, 
And like the tender flower decay. 


Why vainly at thy fate repine ? 


, Go, ſeize the minutes as they move; 
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Let mirth pour out the roſy wine, 
And beauty charm the ſoul to love. 


Indulge the ſoft, the gay deſire ; 
Let picaſure every hour employ, 
Far off bid waſting care retire, 
And frecly give thy ſoul to joy. 


O Vet 


191 


Vet for a moment think, and know, 
When all theſe jovial ſcenes are paſt, 
Death's iron hand will lay thee low, 
And God will be thy judge at laſt. 


Let virtue o'er thy ways preſide, 
And make thy pleaſures all divine: 
Be ſacred innocence thy guide, 
And everlaſting joys are thine. 
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Part of the ſixth ODE of the third Book 


of Horace imitated, 


In the Year 1757. 


N vain, ye ſons of BRITAIN, all in vain, 
Or on the duſty field, or watery main, 
You truſt to arms your hapleſs country's cauſe, 
While thus unmindful of heaven's ſacred laws; 
While every virtue from our plains 1s fled, 
And vice in triumph lifts her ſhameleſs head. 


Ungrateſul, impious age! alas! no more 
Our kind Protector humbly we adore; 
No more, alas! thoſe noble arts we claim 
By which our great forefathers roſe to ſame : 
In vain fo bright an origin we boaſt, 
As to their virtue, to their glory loſt. 


By God's protection long has BRITAIN ſtood 
The ſov'reign miſtreſs of the ſubject flood; 
And while his laws ſhe ſtudied to obey, 


Great was her happineſs, and wide her ſway : | 
O 2 Ne- 
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Neglected heaven with juſt revenge purſues; 


At once our virtue, power, and happineſs we 
loſe. 


Let Braddock's death and living Blakeney tell 
How twice by Gallia's arms our glory fel] : 
No more ſhe trembles at our thunder's roar, 
And the once dreaded {word ſhe fears no more. 
Inſulting Gallia, ſpite of all our toils, 
Yet fits in triumph, cloath'd with Britiſh ſpoils. 


A barb'rous herd, which the rebellious north 
From her bleak mountains, and unbleſt, fent forth, 

Ere while conſpir'd with our perfidious foe, 

Our ſov'reign and our freedom to o'erthrow : 

Heav'n ſav'd us then; but hath the timely grace 

Recall'd to virtue's paths a guilty race? 


With bluſhes ſweet- eyed modeſty retires, 
And ſacred love gives place to ſenſual fires; 
While luxury, with all her wanton train, 
Spreads her ſoft fatal influence o'er the plain; 
Corruption flies apace thro' each degree; 
Nor is the court, the camp, or ſenate free, 


Not 
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Not ſuch our warlike ſires in days of old; 
No: they were honeſt, virtuous, wiſe, and bold : 
Not to ſuch foes did vanquiſh'd Gallia yield 

On Creſly's dreadful plain, and Blenheim's field. 


Britons awake! awake to glory's charms ; 
Once more let virtue make you great in arms: 
Let foul corruption, and each venal art, | 
Once more be baniſh'd far from every heart; 
Let juſtice, truth, and goodneſs be your care; 
Then you'll be bleſt in peace, and terrible in war. 
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EL EG T, 


E 
Nc c 5 J geh 
E. L E G Y, 
On WESTMINSTER- ABBEY. 


HILE others gayly waſte the jovial day, 
With ſong and dance the feſtive hours be- 
guile, 
Let me purſue my ſolitary way, 


Where wiſdom leads, to yonder ſacred pile. 


The painted windows ſhed a feeble light; 
The parting ſun now gives his lateſt ray; 
And now approaches ſober- ſuited night, 
And forth before her ſends the twilight gray. 


Heav'ns ! what a ſolemn ſcene appears around! 
How deep the ſilence, and how ſtill the air! 
Softly, O ſoſtly tread the hallow'd ground: 

A voice from yonder tomb, methinks, I hear. 


& Welcome, it ſays, to wiſdom's calm retreat 
« Are all who wiſdom's facred charms adore; * 
Here reſt the aſhes of the wile and great: 

Look round, conſider, and be vain no more.“ 
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Theſe trophies ſad, in mournful pomp diſplay'd, 
Speak to the heart with energy divine: 
How many here low in the duſt are laid, 

That once in life illuſtrious wont to ſhine ? 


For neither youth nor beauty, wealth nor 
pow'r, 
From the deſtructive hand of death can ſave ; 
Nor wiſdom ſhun the dark and diſmal hour, 
Nor virtue keep her vot'ries from the grave. 


Imperial grandeur, like the ret, muſt bear 
The common fate impos'd on all mankind ; 
The ſcepter'd monarch reſts unenvy'd here, 
His lifeleſs form to kindred duſt conſign'd. 


The ſons of glory here are laid to ſleep, 1 
Who rul'd the battle on the martial plain; "x 1 
Or who with BRTTAIxN's thunder aw'd the deep, 14 
And rode triumphant o'er the ſubject main. 4 

Nor abſent thoſe whom ſacred wiſdom led 44 
Thro' nature's boundleſs range, and to their view 1 


The wonders of a thouſand worlds diſplay'd, 
And charm'd their ſearch with glories ever new. - 


Beneath 
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Beneath that honour'd tomb does Newton lie, 
On whom bright ſcience beam'd her pureſt ray; 

Who ſearch'd the laws that bind the worlds on 

high, 

And trac'd thro” Æther's depth the comet's way. 


U 


Here o'er their lifeleſs ſons the Muſes weep; 
No longer Milton breathes the heav'aly ſong ; 
Shateſpeare's ſweet voice is loſt in endleſs ſleep, 
And cold and mute is Pope's harmonious tongue. 


No more is heard ſoft Spencer's magic train ; 
Now ceaſes Prior's eaſy wit to flow; 
No longer Thomſon ſings the rural ſwain, 
Nor tender O:way * tells the tale of woe. 


Their ſong was pleaſant to the liſt'ning ear, 
As to the vernal flow'rs, the genial ray; 
But all too weak to ſtop death's fierce career, 
Who hears unmov'd the ſoul-enchanting lay. 


*The Author has been guilty of inadvettency. 
Pope and Otavay have no monuments in the abbey; 
but it is not wonderful that their names ſhould preſent 


themſelves here, nor could he afterwards think of 
ſtriking them out, 
Yet 


1 


Yet triumphs o'er his pow'r th' immortal mind; 
The muſe's page tranſmits to laſting fame 


With arts, or arms, who bleſs'd or ſav'd man- 
kind; 


And living honours ſhall adorn his name. 


To 
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To the Object of an unreaſonable Paſſion, 


HILE blooming youth grows on thy ro- 
ſy cheek, 

And love's own light'nings ſparkle in thy eye, 

In vain my long loſt liberty I ſeek; 

In vain I ſtrive thy fatal charms to fly. 


Without thee life is loſt : no hope, no joy 
I find. In ſacred reaſon's ſpite again 
I ſeek the beauties which my peace deſtroy, 
Pleas'd, while I periſh, with the gentle pain. 


So round the nightly taper's radiant flame 
Th'inchanted moth in many a circle flies, 

Till ſcorched deep through all its tender frame; 
Then ruſhing *mid the blazing glory, dies, 
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To 1 IL. A DF, 
On the Approach of Winter. 


B ELO Vv'D inſpirer of my ſtrains, 
Sweet miſtreſs of the tuneful lay, 
See beauty vaniſh from theſe plains, 

Of late ſo blooming, freſh, and gay 


No more we breathe the fragrant air; 
No longer ſmiles the pleaſant Spring; 
No more the Summer's flowers appear ; 
No more the feather'd Choitiſts ſing. 


To chambers of the South retires 
The light and life-diffuſing power; 
Scarce do we feel his vital fires ; 
His potent ray exalts no more. 


Approaching there dire Winter ſee ! 
His hand an icy ſceptre wields; 
The lifeleſs leaf drops from the tree, 
And ſhining ruin loads the fields, 
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But let the wint'ry tempeſt blow, 
'Fumultuous howling round the hills; 

The plains be cover'd o'er with ſnow, 

And ſtiff with ice the tinkling rills. 


Exclude the cold, exalt the fire 
Let all be chearful, ſweet, and gay; 
Let mirth and innocence conſpire, 
To chaſe the tedious nights away. 


Now let us turn th'inſtructive page, 
Where truth and beauty join'd are ſeen ; 
Where wiſdom's charms the foul engage; 
And virtue reigns, the ſov'reign queen. 


Now, to unbend the lab'ring mind, 
Let cards a vacant hour employ z 
The ſocial glaſs give wit refin'd, 

And wake to inoffenſive joy. 


| Heaven grant theſe bleſſings long may laſt ! 
Secure from envy, and from fear, 
I'll laugh at every wint'ry blaſt, 

And think it Summer all the year. 
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His roy of the AvTruor's Life. 


F parents poor ignobly born, 
No pompous names my race adorn; 
Nor the rich mine, nor fertile field, 
To me their precious treaſures yield, 
Without ambition to purſue 
The path that glory points to view, 
In the calm ſhade, the live-long day, 
Careleſs and indolent I ſtray, 
Or muſing by the winding rill, 
Or wand'ring o'er the verdant hill, 
To beauty's praiſe attune the lyre, 
Or ſing what friendſhip may inſpire. 


So let my every day be ſpent 

In innocence, and ſweet content; 

And when to call me heaven thinks fit, 
Upon my tomb this verſe be writ : 

ce He ſtudied to do what he ought ; 

* And liv'd, and dy'd, not worth a groat.“ 
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Happy thy life ſhould be, till life ſhould ceaſe, 
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To an Orp CovrTizR, on a political Diſ- 
appointment. 


A FRAGMENT. 


H! what avails it with inceſſant care 
A Thro' the long progreſs of a buſy life, 
To pant and breathe th'unwholſome courtly air, 
Amid the rage of faction, noiſe, and ſtrife ? 


If rugged freedom till diſpute thy power, 
And to thy ſov'reign nod diſdain to yield; 
If her rough ſons in one ill-fated hour 
Daſh down what years had been employ'd to build? 


Were it not better in the tranquil ſhade 
To puff ambition, and her cares away? 
And, in the lap of ſacred wiſdom laid, 
Enjoy the ſober evening of thy day? 
Then calm Contentment, and ſweet-ſmiling 
peace, | 
And virtue's pure immortal joys were thine 3 


More bright than orient morn thy ſun's decline. 
K I S- 
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KISSING. 


ROM Chloe's lips a kiſs I ſtole; 
Its vital influence warm'd my ſoul ; 
And whence, the ſmiling fair one cries, 
Could ſuch a fooliſh faſhion riſe? 
Invoke your muſe, my gentle ſwain ; 
Its nature, and its end explain, 
Sacred are your commands to me, 
Dear maid, and evermore ſhall be. 


Mankind, finding words too low, 
Warm affcQion's force to ſhow, 
Learn'd by kiſſing to impart 
The ſoft emotions of the heart, 
This in paradiſe took place, 

Ancient as the human race; 
The firſt happy lovers us'd it ; 
Sink their fame who firſt abus'd it. 
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Then with innocence they lov'd; 
Adam kiſs'd, and Eve approv'd ; 
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Leaning | 
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Leaning on her ſnowy breaſt, 
He on her roſy lip impreſs'd 
Chaſte endearments, tender wiſhes, 
Melting tranſports, glowing kiſſes; 
All ſincere, and without art, 
Spoke the dictates of his heart. 


Soon theſe happy times expir'd; 
Truth and innocence retir'd ; 
Falſe pretence, diſſembling ſmiles, 
Faithleſs vows, and cheating wiles, 
Triumph'd o'er the credulous heart ; 
Kiſſing then became an art: 
Now, in our degenerate days, 
In a thouſand various ways, 
Scarce its meaning we explore, 
Much in uſe and ſmall in power. 


Some eſpouſe it as a faſhion, 
Unimpell'd by inclination ; 
As a part of fine adreſs, 
But no meaning to expreſs. 
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Oft we kiſs we know not why, 
Led by ſecret ſympathy; 


r 


Moſt when beauty's roſeate charm 
Gently doth the boſom warm: 
Inclination's powerful ſway 
Nature gives, and we obey. 


Oh! what happineſs we find 
In th'embraces of a friend! 


When the gen'rous heart o'erflows, 
And with kind affection glows! 


Oh ! how charming is the bliſs, 
When true love beſtows a kits, 
With ſoft rhetoric to impart 
The nameleſs feelings of the heart! 
Then the ſmiling gods approve 
Kiſſing, beauteous child of Love! 


Ca SO0 
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Ahn EL EDGY, 
To MELANCHOLY. 


ROM thy green bow'r, beneath the ſylvan 
F ſhade 

Of darkeſt gloom, thy ever- peaceful ſeat, 

Come, ſober Melancholy, heav'nly maid ! 

And gracious deign to viſit my retreat. 


From the deep murmurs of the falling ſtream 
A while withdraw thy fondly-li{Fning ear; 
Or on the flow'ry bank thy rapt'rous dream 
A while ſuſpend, my ſolemn verſe to hear. 


O come, ſweet miſtreſs of my humble ſong ! 
And warm my boſom with thy charms divine : 
To thee alone my ſerious ſtrains belong ; 

My numbers and myſelf are only thine. 


I do not claim thee without title due, 
My ſov'reign queen, my patroneſs, and guide; 
For thou, when firſt this vital air I drew, 
Didſt o'er my hapleſs natal hour preſide, 
Come 


E 


Come with thy ſober ſmiles, and modeſt grace; 
Thy mildly-beaming eye, and penſive air: 
Shew me the glories of thy lovely face; 
For, oh! what beauty is by half ſo fair? 


Heart -waſting envy, and corroding care, 
And guilty fear, and ev'ry low deſire, 
And gloomy ſorrow, and abhorr'd deſpair, 
Far from thy pleaſant haunt bid thoſe retire. 


But in thy train let innocence appear, 

6 In pureſt white array'd, and all- ſetene, 

Let ſweetly-ſmiling chearfulneſs be there, 
And with her influence bleſs the ſolemn ſcene. 


Let contemplation ſtretch her eagle wing, 
Piercing and keen her heav'n- directed eye; 
Let kind benevolence her tranſports bring, 
Aud ſoft compaſſion breathe the tender ſigh. 


And let the ſiſters of the ſacred hill, 
Daughters of Fove, immortal and divine! 
With all their harmonies, attend thee till; 
While ſuch thy train, O make me wholly thine ! 
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ODE to the K IN G, 
On his Birth. day, 1756. 


LLUSTRIOUS GEORGE! whoſe 
potent {way 
BRrITANNIA's happy ſons obey ; 
( A people brave, and free) 
Tho? far unequal to thy praiſe, 
While I preſent theſe humble lays, 
O ſmile, and pardon me. 


Again thy natal day returns 

Again each loyal boſom burns, 
Warm'd with a joy fincere : 

Still may thy lov'd BRITANNIA ſee 

Her happineſs preſerv'd in thee; 
Her glory ſtill thy care, 


She ſees, and hails th'auſpicious morn, 
On which her gracious lord was born; 
(A day for ever bright) 
«4 | 7 While 
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| While plenty glads our jovial plains, 


Bei 5c ta een 


And tells the world that BRunswick reigns, 


And vindicates our right. 


Induſtrious commerce ſwells her train 


| With all the treaſures which the main 


And diſtant lands can boaſt; 


| Whit e glittering gems, and golden ore, 
: The wealth of every foreign ſhore, 
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She pours on Albion's coaſt. 


Here gentle love with roſes crown'd, 
And peace, with olive garlands bound, 
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Their mingling charms unite; 
While art and ſcience, hand in hand, 
Conſpire to bleſs the happy land 

With honour and delight. 


Fair liberty, high o'er the reſt 

Exalted, dwells in every breaſt, 
By Britons ſtill ador'd : 

For her the angry god of war 

Impatient mounts -his iron car, 
And waves his flaming ſword. 
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See there her potent navy ride 
Exulting o'er the foamy tide, 

The tyrant's conſtant dread ! 
Soon may her thunder's awful roar 
O'er faithleſs Gallia's hoſtile ſhore 

Ruin and terror ſpread, 


Favour'd of heaven, aſſert the cauſe 

Of BRITAIN, liberty, and laws; 
And, when with glory crown'd, 

Bid the fell rage of battle ceaſe, 

And with the bands of love and peace 
Embrace the nations round. 
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To a LAP v, on her leaving the Country. 


W HIL E you forſake our lowly plains, 


My muſe in ambitious ſtrains 
Pours out her tender grief : 
For when the heart's o'ercharg'd with woe, 
: In verſe to bid our forrows flow 
4 Affords a (mall relief. 
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The ſun withdraws his vital ray; 
Short and inglorious is the day, 
Its flaming brightneſs fled : 
The ſun withdraws, nor you are here 3 
A double winter chills the year, 
And all its beauties fade, 


With you all nature gayly ſmil'd ; 
"Twas paradiſe in every wild 
That now no charms can boaſt ; 
No more appears the flowery green, 
No more the verdant groves are ſeen 
Their every glory's loſt. 
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In vain the daiſy-painted field, 
And waving groves their ſweets might yield, 
Tho' ſummer now were here: 
With you it was delight to walk ; 
With you 'twas harmony to talk; 
You crown'd th'exulting year. 


Be happy whereſoe'er you go; 

No pain, no ſorrow may you know; 
But grateful keep in mind 

That this laſt favour I implor'd, 

You'd of a gracious thought afford, 
To bleſs your abſent friend. 


So may no gloomy care deftroy 
Your peace; perpetual be your joy, 
And pure from all allay: 
Good angels keep you every night, 
And bleſs you each returning light 
With a more happy day. 
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ROM the bright heaven of Clara's eye 
Behold love's ſacred light'nings fly | 
On Celia's cheeks the roſes plow z 
Her boſom's-fair as falling ſnow. 


Sweet Flavia's innocent and pretty : 
Chloe good-natur'd, frank, and witty. 
Corinna's ſhape, and graceful air, 


Her native dignity declare: 4 
And Stella boaſts the noble art, 0 ; 
With ſenſe refin'd, to charm the heart, 'J | 
The precept, ſure, is juſt and true, A | 
Which bids us give to all their due, 1 | 
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How ſhall I then be juſt, while I 
In each ſome heavenly charm diſcover ! 
One method*s left, and that I'll try, 
And henceforth be a general lover. 
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To the MUS ES. 


Occaſioned by a Gentleman's promiſing to bury me 
in his Garden, if he ſhould ſurvive me. 


AUGHTERsS of Jove, harmonious nine, 
| That o'er the ſacred hill preſide, 
Whence Aganippe, ſtream divine! 
Soft-warbling, pours the ſilver tide; 


On your adorer gracious ſmile, 
And high o'er dullneſs lift my ſtrain: 
Unleſs you animate his toi], 

The poet ſtrikes the lyre in vain. 


Nor with vain hopes do I aſpire 
To daring Milton's godlike rage; 
Bleſs'd Pope's majeſtic eaſy fire, 
Or Dryden's ſoft luxuriant page. 


Enough for me the Doric reed, 
Such lowly themes as ſhepherds ſing ; 
The ſweetneſs of the Summer's ſhade, 


The blooming beauties of the Spring. 
The 
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The village-maid, ſo freſh and gay, 
That her fond honeſt lover warms, 
Shall oft awake my ruſtic lay, 

To ſing her artleſs native charms. 


If heaven, my calm abode to bleſs, 
Shall graciouſly a friend beſtow, 
Then, grateful for my happineſs, 
In friendſhip's praiſe, my verſe ſhall flow. 


Far, far remov'd from noiſe and ſtrife, 
So let me live, to fame unknown; 
Enjoy the ſweets of rural life, 

And make each bliſsful hour my own. 


With falling eve, or riſing morn, 
O viſit often my retreat: 


Then pleas'd and happy will I ſcorn 
The glories of the proud and great. 


When life departs, let each kind friend 
Give to my love one gen'rous tear; | 
But let them ſoon their ſorrows end, 
Yet hold my mem'ry ever dear. 


R 2 


(--204 3 


No pompous tomb, with ſolemn pride 
Of various ſculpture, needs declare 
Or how I liv'd, or when I dy'd: 
Such honour's far below my care. 


Beneath the flow'ry turf to ſleep 
Gently my lifeleſs body lay, 
There (O my friends! why ſhould you weep?) 
Jo mingle with my native clay. 


And where my head is laid to reſt, 
There let the fragrant woodbine grow; 
And o'er the cover of my breaſt 


Let the deep-bluſhing roſes glow. 


And let the virgin lilly bow 
Above my feet its ſnowy head; 
New parlands every year beſtow, 
And ſhed new honours on the dead. 


When rapid Time's all-changing power, 
Shall this decaying frame reduce 
To its firſt principles, once more 
Fit for reforming nature's uſe, 


A fairep 
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A fairer form ſhall I aſſume, 
Viſit again the realms of light, 
Live in the roſe's crimſon bloom, 
Or in the lily's ſnowy white, 
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Perhaps ſome fair one's beauteous hand 
May take me from my native bed, 
The happieſt flower in all the land, 


When on her lovely boſom laid: 

4 

; A boſom bleſs'd with every worth, 
Where truth and tenderneſs combine : 
Lie in your tombs, ye ſons of earth! 
Nor hope a paradiſe like mine. 
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To DELTA: 
A. 


GAIN returns the ever- pleaſing Spring: 


Ye opening flowr's, your glowing charms 
diſcloſe : 


Ve lillies ſweet, perfume the zephyr's wing: 
And breathe thy odours round, gay bluſhing roſe, 


How richly fragrant is the vernal air, 
That ſoftly wanders o'er the blooming plain! 


The woods how lovely, and the fields how fair! 
How pleas'd and happy looks the jovial ſwain ! 


The chearful lark, up-ſoaring to the ſkies, 
By love inſtructed, chaunts the ſprightly ſong ; 
And hear the univerſal hymn ariſe 


From the glad hearts of all the tuneful throng ! 


Blythely exulting o'er the riſing mound, 
The wanton lambs with emulation play ; 
Or mark with many a ring the verdant ground, 
While ſinging by them, fits the ſhepherd gay. 


To 
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To bounteous Pan he tunes the grateful reed, 
By whoſe kind pow'r his fruitful locks are bleſt; 
Or of its flow'rs he ſpoils the fragrant mead, 
To deck his rural love's devoted breaſt. 


O come, my Delia, to my longing arms, 
And bleſs my heart with pleaſures all divine : 
The happy muſe ſhall ſing thy heav'nly charms ; 
The faireſt garlands of the year be thine. 
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The OB LIL: FE Ki i 
HY ſhould the muſe in high ambitious 
verſe 3 
Sing the ſtern warrior, and the bloody plain? 8 


Why not the praiſe of induſtry rehearſe, 
Its heart - felt pleaſure, and laborious pain ? 
In a ſmall corner of yon narrow lane 

An humble habitation may you ſee; 

Its lonely window boaſts no chryſtal pane: 
O free from taxes may it ever be! 
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Aſk you who dwells within? why then ſtep in and 
ee. 
There lives a lowly wight, unknown to fame, 
Of doubtleſs merit, howe'er obſcure 
That artiſt fly, whom we a Cobler name, 
For ever chearful, and for ever poor. 8 
Far from the precincts of his peaceful door - 


Vexatious 
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Vexatious riches fly, and waſting ſorrow z 
To- day is his; that he enjoys ſecure ; 
And to the care of heaven commits to-morrow : 


Nor aught has he to lend, nor aught can think to 
borrow. 


He with the dawning of the early morn, 
What time the loud-pip'd cock unceaſing crows, 
Briſk as the hunter at the ſounding horn, 
Starts up in haſte, and to his cell he goes : 
Mid the keen piercing air his viſage glows, 
Is there no brandy then at my command ? 
Ah! ſpare, ye biting froſts, his helpleſs toes 
Nor mar the uſeful labours of his hand, 
Elſe muſt my naked feet unwilling print the ſand, 


He rubs his hands a while, and down he 
fits 3 
The thread is twin'd; the wax along it flies; 
Then to the laſt the patient ſhoe he fits, 
And the ſharp awl right cunningly he plies. 


| Meanwhile he liſtens to the tuneful cries 


Of ſalt, of cabbage, or of fiſh to ſel] 
Or elſe ſome merry ſong doth he devile, 


8 Which 
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Which ſtories quaint of ancient times doth tell; 
Or whiſtles as he works, pleas'd and contented 
well. 


Ve reſtleſs imps, that run about the ſtreet, 
Run without fear; 'tis needleſs to give o'er: 
Miſs to the fire may freely ſet her feet; 

Mother may ſcold; and what can ſhe do more? 

Whate'er is loſt, the cobler can reſtore ; 

Be it a heel, or ſhould a ſeam be lit, 

Or ſhould a hole, burnt out, appear before, 

There is an art which even that hole can fit: 

Cobling's that worthy art: I ſing the praiſe 
of it. 


'Tis night; I ſee his dimly-glim'ring lamp; 
Like a faint ſtar which through the fog doth ſhine, 
Its ſickly flames oppreſs'd with vapour's damp, 
Its beams ſcarce reaching this abode of mine : 

By it he fits, nor yet doth he repine—— 

What doſt thou mean, thou raſh miſchievous 
boy ? 

Lay down that ſtone; that wicked wit of thine, 

Be gone with ſpeed, and ſomewhere elſe employ : 

Let honeſt induſtry in peace itſelf enjoy. 


But 
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But now the labour of the day is done; 

Nor without half-pence is his leathern purſe : 

O ſwect reward of toil! how fairly won! 

However little, got without a curſe, 

So home he hies him, freely to diſburſe 

The earnings of the day in ale ſo brown; 

He thanks kind heaven that made his lot ng 
worſe; 

Then takes his drink, and lays him ſoftly down; 

Nor wants a loving wife, his honeſt joys to crown, 
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Containing a conciſe Hiſtory of the War in Portugal, 
and the ſubſequent Peace, 1762. 


ROM ancient Tagus' ſun-burnt ſhore, 
> Where golden ſands are found no more, 
To thee, my long-reſpeCted friend, 
This tributary verſe I ſend: 
Welcome to thee whate'er is mine; 
And dear to me whate'er is thine; 


But know that I, and my affairs, 
Are loſt amidſt the public cares; 
Then look not for familiar prattle ; 
Expect to hear of blood and battle ; 
Of ſword and muſket, ball and. powder ; 
Of roaring drums, and cannon louder; 
Of all who, eminently ſtout, 
Like very devils laid about: 
But I'm already making blunders; 
Why! every mother's ſon. did wonders! 


O that 


1 


O that the heavenly muſe would come, 
And brace me tigbter than a drum! 
That I right worthily might tell 
Of every thing as it befell ; 
Deſcribe the terrors of the plain, 
And count the thouſands of the ſlain, 
Would ſhe my lab'ring breaſt inſpire, 
My verſe would mount a mile the higher; 
But, ſince there is great cauſe to doubt her, 
Let's try if we can do without her. 


Firſt then but ſtop, my friend! fo far 
Proceeds the dreadful tale of war : 
And, equal to the glorious theme, 
My ſong has reach'd immortal fame, 
But now aſcends the fervent prayer, 
That Jove the human race would ſpare, 
And ſend from heaven his gentle daughter, 
To put an end to war and ſlaughter. 


It happen'd then, the world's protector 
Sat o'er a chearful cup of Nectar; 
Hzbe attended, neat and clean, 

And by him ſat his beauteous queen; 


A plea- 


WD. 


A pleaſant ſmile dwelt on her face, 

Jove knows that's but ſometimes the caſe ; 
The gods engag'd in mirth and ſport, 
Good-humour reign'd thro? all the court : 
Apollo, ſeated in the middle, 

Had juſt begun to touch his fiddle ; 
Around him the Pietian throng 
Harmonious rais'd the ſacred ſong : 
Things were, I ſay, in this condition, 
When Jove receiv'd th'above petition ; 
He took his glaſs, and calmly ſaid 

To Peace, the ſweet-ſmiling maid : 


*Tis odd, my child, this earthly rabble 


Will ne'er give o'er to fight and ſquabble; 


That with their broils the very gods 
Can ſcarce enjoy their bleſt abodes : 
Were I diſpos'd to uſe my thunder, 
How quickly could I bring them under; 


And ere the wretches could look round them, 


With one deſtroying blaſt confound them ? 


But I'm good natur'd, and they know it; 
All their ſtrange freedoms plainly ſhow it ; 


Beſides, 
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Beſides, they *re plagu'd, in ſober ſadneſs, 
Enough with their own crimes and madneſs. 
Trough they deſerve it iil, I own, 

Do you, my deareſt girl, ſtep down; 

Give Peace to the contending throng z 

The fates forbid it to be long. 


He ſaid; the lovely power withdrew z 
Thro' the ſtill air ſhe lightly flew ; 
While ſtreaming glories mark her way, 
And add new luſtre to the day. 
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Oh ! here ſhe comes— and, by my honour, 
She has a mi:k-white robe upon her; 
Nor wants an olive-ſprig, I warrant, 
Or ſhe might go without her errand : 
Ay, there I ſee it in her hand; 
Mild emblem of her ſoft command. 
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Daughter of Jove, *tis very kind 
To come ſo far to bleſs mankind ; 
Nay, I muſt own, *tis doubly fo 
To bleſs me, will I yea, or no: 
When you return, preſent my love 
To all our friends, the powers above 


And 


reſerved him for 


E 
And tell great Jove, with reverence double, 
I wiſh he'd ſav'd you all this trouble. 


. l . w_ 
Grim war, amidſt his horrid train, 


Now leaves the deſolated plain £35 

And now, by GEORGE's high command, 
Again we ſeek our native land; 

Where, as I can no longer ſerve, 

J have his gracious leave to ſtarve *. 


Then you ſhall ſee your friend once more, 
As poor, and honeſt, as before : 


Meanwhile, with love ſincere and fervent, 
I n ever- humble ſervant. 


* This was pretty near literally the caſe. Aſter ſeven years 
ſpent in his country's ſervice, in an uſeful ſtation, for which no 
proviſion is made, the author was carried aſhore at Portſmouth, 
with a fever upon him, neither quite dead nor alive; where he 
had the pleaſure of lying ſeveral hours on the beach, till, with 
much difficulty, ſome body was found that had humanity enough 
to give him a lodging for three or four times its worth, There his 
pay was ftruck off, and he was left to the care of Providence, which 
God knows what. 
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I care 
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I care for No-body. 


A SONG. 


O care, no ſtrife, diſturbs my life, 
Or ſpoils my jovial ſong : 
Throughout the day I ſport and play, 
And merrily jog along. 


I envy not the great and rich; 
I'm honeſt, poor, and free: 
I care for No-body, no, not I, 
If No-body cares ſor me. 


7 
The vain, the proud, the taſteleſs croud, 
IJ from my ſoul deſpiſe; 
Taſte, virtue, ſenſe, tho' without pence, 
For ever will I prize. 


No wealth I ſeek; with health and peace 
Contented will I be: 

I care for No-body, no, not I, 
If No-body cares for me. | 
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Tf heaven ſhall ſend a faithful friend, 
My quiet abode to bleſs, 


With grateful heart I'll do my part, 
And ſeek his happineſs : 


Without reſerve, or low diſtruſt, 
Right merry will we be: 

I care for No-body, no, not I, 
But him who cares for me, 


Love's joys divine ſhall all be mine: 
To ſighing ſwains I grant 

Its tender pains, and pleafing chains, 
For them I well can want. 


In love the burthen of my ſong 
For ever-more ſhall be, 

I care for No-body, no, not I, 
But her who cares for me. 


Then let us fing, God bleſs the King, 
And ſo conclude our ſong ; 
Peace and renown adorn his crown; 
And may his reign be long. 


Hence; 
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Henceforth the burthen of my ſong * 
For ever-more ſhall be, 

I care for No-body, no, not I, 
If No-body cares for me: 


* The Author's Compliments to the Author of Love in a Vil- 
lage, to whom he is indebted for the generous Sentiment that 
makes the Burthen of his Song, 
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Written in a beautiful wild Receſs near ForT 
AUGUSTUS, 


AIR SOLITUDE, romantic maid ! 
That deep amid the ſylvan ſhade, 

Calm and ſilent, lov'ſt to dwell, 

Muſing in thy moſly cell, 

Hollowed in the ragged rock, 

Shaded by an aged oak; 

Where the wanton ivy grows, 

And the chryſtal riv'let flows 

Take me to thy peaceful arms, 

And make me bleſt with all thy charms. 


Oſt haſt thou ſeen the ſacred nine 
With faireſt garlands deck thy ſhrine, 
Oft haſt thou heard thy praiſes ſung 
By many a ſweet and tuneful tongue; 
How ſhall I ſing thee, goddeſs! how 
Approach thy throne with off'rings due ? 


Seldom 


n 
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Seldom is thy calm abode 
By the feet of mortals trod, 
Save when, contemplation free, 
Ever- more a friend to thee, 


Far acroſs the flow'ry plain, 

Leads ſome penſive happy ſwain 
To thy ſhady green retreat, 

Where health and wiſdom fix their ſeat. 
Health, with checks of roſy dye, 
Poliſh'd brow, and ſparkling eye, 
Ever chearful, ever gay, 

Laugbs the jovial hours away. 
Wiſdom fair, but awful too, 

More fix'd her eye, ſevere her brow, 
With joys exalted and refin'd 
Delights her ever-thoughtful mind. 


Sportive eccho, always near, 
Repeats to thy fond liſt'ning ear 


The thruſh and black-bird's lively ſong, 


Sweeteſt of the warbling throng. 


See from her lap young Flora pour 


Many a fair and fragrant flower! 
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To fan thee, Zephyr gives the breeze 
That ſoftly ſhakes the ruſsling trees, 


And in its courſe, from every bloom, 
To glad thee, ſteals the rich perfume, 


The waving groves, on either fide, 
Are dreſt in all their ſummer-pride ; 
They in thy honour, gentle queen ! 
Put on their gayeſt robes of green. 


Thro' the pleaſant ſhady grove 
Free and careleſs let me rove; 
And, while the ſcene my boſom warms, 
With tranſport look on nature's charms; 
Wild and rugged tho' ſhe be, 
Not the leſs ador'd by me. 


On the precipice's brow, 
Leaning on the bending bough, 
Muſing, fearleſs, let me ſtand, 
And mark the wonders of her hand. 


See the river wind along, 
The wilds and tufted hills among! 


Placid 
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Placid now it fiows, and deep; 

Now it thunders down the ſteep; 

With violence daſh'd, it foams, and roars 
And, falling, ſhakes the lofty ſhores ; 
The rocks, and bellowing caves around, 


And woods and hills repeat the ſound. 


See yon old fantaſtic oak, 
That ne'er ſhall feel the woodman's ſtroke ! 
High on the cliff its roots extend, 
And low th'inverted branches bend; 
Whence ſhoots the buzzard thro? the air, 
That long has fix'd his dwelling there. 


Lo where amid the fields of light, 
The ſoaring eagle wings his flight! 
Enamour'd of the fervid ray, 

He triumphs in the blaze of day; 
In conſcious ſtate he moves along; 
Proud monarch of the feather'd throng | 


On yonder rock, whoſe threat'ning brow 
O'erhangs the roaring flood below, 


From 
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From whoſe dread height and giddy brink 
Pale trembling fancy ſeems to ſhrink, 
The faithful confort of his reign 

Broods fondly o'er her infant train, 

She cheriſhes their native fire, 

And bids them emulate their ſire, 


Perch'd on the blaſted pine, in air, 
That raiſes high its branches bare, 
In diſmal notes the raven ſings, 
And plumes by turns his jetty wings. 


That mighty elm, beſide the flood, 
Secure for many an age had ſtood, 
Till by the ruſhing torrent. min'd, 

At length its weighty head declin'd ; 
In thunder it forſook the ſkies, 
And croſs th'indignant river lies. 


Along the rich luxuriant mead 
The dappled deer ſecurely feed: 
Jocund and gay the wanton fawn 
Bounds lightly o'er the blooming lawn; 
Freely they range, and without fear; 
The ſavage hunter comes not here, 


Now 
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Now quickly roves th'exulting eye 
To yon aerial mountain high, 

That riſes rough and wild, and ſhrouds 
Its rocky ſummit iti the clouds ; 

Its foot the Neſs aſſiduous laves 

With his ſlow-flowing ſilver waves 
While in the chryſtal flood are ſeen 
Delightful groves of ſofter green : 
Th'inverted mountain there we view; 
The fleecy clouds and æther blue; 
And the mild ſun, with gentler ray, 
Diffuſes leſs refulgent day. 


Now in the peaceful ſhade reclin'd, 
Bleſs'd with tranquillity of mind, 
O let me, while at eaſe I lie, 
Enjoy the moments as they fly. 
Let me not impiouſly complain 
That former joys I can't regain 
Nor yet, a prey to preſent ſorrow, 
Expect my happineſs to-morrow ; 
For, oh ! the ſhort, the tranſient now 
Is all the gods to us allow. 


U When 
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When ſolemn thought can pleaſe no more, 


Let fancy ſpread her charming ſtore, 
And by her powerful magic ſend 
To my retreat my abſent friend, 


Or thee, my ever-lovely maid! 
In all thy native ſweets array'd ; 
Bid thee in beauty's pomp ariſe, 
Again to glad my longing eyes. 


Heaven, with a bounty unconfin'd, 
Hath grac'd thy form, and bleſs'd thy mind; 
The ſolitary wild, with thee, 

Is happy paradiſe to me. 


Thus ſports my careleſs rural ſong, 
In concert with the woodland throng : 
Thus, unperceiv'd, the ſummer's day 
Serene and happy flies away, 


Unwife are they whoſe fleeting joys 
Time, place, or circumſtance deſtroys. 
The fields with every glory crown'd, 
Where beauty's faireſt charms abound 


The 
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"The waving groves, the verdant hills, 
The flowery meads, and tinkling rills; 
The ftately dome, the garden fair, 
The town, and all the pleaſures there, 
Te ball, the concert, and the play, 
And all that's lively, all that's gay; 
To theſe, thank heaven for ever kind! 
True happineſs is not confin'd. 


He, only he, is truly bleſt, 

| Who feels no tempeſt in his breaſt, 
Of jarring paſſions, waſting care, 
Diſhoneſt hope, or filly fear; 

Whoſe heart the love of virtue warms, 
Conſcious of all her ſacred charms; 
Who, ever grateful and content, 
Enjoys the good which heaven has ſent; 
And ſees the happy moments fly, 
Without a wiſh or fear to die. 


On the rude mountain, and the wild, 
Where Nature's beauties never ſmil'd; 
Or on the thirſty plain that lies 
Beneath the heat of burning ſkies; 


2 
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Or where with ſtormy blaſts ſevere 
Dire Winter chills the languid year; 
Where-e'er it is, the virtuous breaſt 
Is, and for ever muſt be bleſt. 
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| its rich ambroſial ſweets around, 
Now fragrant tea demands my grateful ſong 
How juſtly due! Not all the ſacred ſtreams 

That from harmonious Helicon deſcend 

In mazes bright, e'er warm'd the glowing heart 
With raptures more divine. My Delia, come, 
And on thy poet * let thy lovely eyes 

_ Diffuſe their mildeſt beams: ſoft-ſmiling come; 
And, emulous of th'inſpiring god, exalt 

My humble verſe, to merit thy applauſe. 


In climes remote, beneath the warmer ray 
Of orient Phœbus, and a gentler ſky, 
Riſes the ſhrub from which with niceſt care 
The buſy native plucks the foliage green, 
At various ſeaſons ; o'er the piercing fire 
Intenſely heated, with inceſſant hand 


* Reader, away with that critical frown! Th's werd ſeemed 
convenient for the meaſure, but is hereby declared to mean no- 
thing; which is perhaps the caſe of ſume thauſands more in this 
little book, and many others of greater eminence, 1 
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He rol's it, till the noxious juice, expreſs'd, 
W holeſome and grateful leaves the criſped leaf. 


Hence, o'er the azure deep, thro' whoſe wide 
bounds 
The frantic ſtorms exult with lawleſs rage, 
The wearied veſſel to her native port 


Conveys the breathing ſtores. At his blythe home 
The jovial ſailor taſtes un wonted eaſe, 


Full flows the bowl: with mirth and revels wild, 


And gay companions pleas'd, he waſtes the time, 
And thinks of danger and of toil no more. 


Thrice happy he who, to the future blind, 
Forgetful of the paſt, ſecure of heart, 
Enjoys the fleeting moments, and eludes 
The painful cares, wiſdom's inheritance, 
That with rude tumults ever vex the breaſt 
By learning, and by elegance refin'd. 


Firſt, from the numerous kinds that court your 
choice, 


Select, as various taſte directs, what moſt 
. May pleaſe, or what may ſerve for grateful change. 
Imperial, Congo, Hyſon : different names 


It 


1 


It bears, or from the ſoil that gave it birth, 
Or from its different excellence deriv'd, 


Whate'er your choice may be, preſerve it cloſe 
In the dry caniiter of ponderous lead, 
Or glittering tin, or glaſs tranſparent : theſe 
Retain the ſubtle aromatic ſoul, 
That wanton loves to riſe, and freely rove 
On the ſoft pinions of the am'rous air, 
Leaving a dead unuſeful maſs behind. 


No be the table plac'd, of deepeſt brown, 
Or with alternate light and ſhade adorn'd, 
Form'd from the tree that in Weſt-Indian groves, 
Sultry and vaſt, fer many an age had ſtood, 
The trea wrought nicely by the artiſt's hand, 
Or Japaneſe, with lively colours ſtain'd. 
Dug from the ſavage mountains of the north, 
Let the clear kettle boil the limpid ſtream; 
Or, if it pleaſe thee more, from the deep mines 
Of rich Potoſi let its luſtre ſhine, 


While the pure ſpirit feeds the gentle fire, 


Light, ſoft, and taſteleſs, from the flowing 
brook 
The 
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The wholeſome water take, or chryſtal ſpring, 
That, riſing from the green hill's ſunny foot, 
Luxuriant buiſts, to glad the ſmiling meads, 

And all their beauteous train of herbs and flowers, 
With genial moiſture, and ambroſial life. 

Nor when from heaven the ſilver ſhower deſcends, 
Deſpiſe the liberal bounty; nor diffoly'd 

To native element, the lucid ſnow. 

Theſe with kind touch the numerous pores relax 
That croud the fragrant leaf, and fully draw 

Its pure etherial eſſence. . But avoid 

The harſh crude waters of the well profound, 
Dark, diſmal, from the ſoftening beam of day 
Secluded. Shun the foul, the turbid ſtream 

Of the broad river that impetuous flows, 

And in his courſe ſweeps every various ſoil 

From his deep channel, from the mould'ring banks, 
And blends them, as he rolls, with headlong rage. 


O'er the wide lawns, where gay Vertumnus 
roves, 
Where guardian Pan protects the happy fields, 
And hears the ſimple ruſtick's vow ſincere 
To the dear village-maid that holds his heart, 


When 
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When glowing, freſh, and ruddy, as the morn, 

And breathing ſweeter than the od'rous ſpring, 

To milk her cows ſhe comes: they, at her voice 

Well-known, the taſted clover gladly leave, 

And kindly pour out the delicious ſtream 

Of balmy nectar : thence collected bring 

The cream ſmooth, bland, and rich; made by 
the hand 

Of the neat country-laſs, the butter ſweet, 

Let bounteous Ceres too her gifts beſtow, 

Of faireſt hue, or not uncomely brown, 

Tho' homely grateful to the taſte: and there 

Its golden rind let the gay orange ſhew, 

Preſerv'd, and temper'd mild; warm, active, 
ſtrong, 

Its ſpicy powers with vig*rous touch excite 

The languid nerves; and hence with briſker flow 

The dancing ſpirits move; th'exulting heart 

With livelier impulſe rolls the purple ſtream 

Through all the glowing veins ; the ſolids, rous'd 

By the glad influence, harmonious play 

In fine vibrations: all the ſoul is peace, 

And happineſs incftable. 
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Of crimſon tincture, pleaſing, ſharp, and cool, 
From various berries made, the jelly bring; 
And, gather'd from a thouſand dewy flowers, 
Th'aerial honey in the fragrant comb. 

Nor be the ſugar wanting, to correct 

The pungent bitter with its mingling ſweets, 


In the warm boſom of thoſe happy iſles, 
Where Teneriffe uprears his lofty head, 
And overlooks old Neptune's blue demain 
For many a league around, far ſeen by thoſe 
Who thro? the deep Atlantic ſteer their courſe, 
The ſweet cane flouriſh'd long, by nature's hand 
Planted and cheriſh'd, but obſcure, unpriz'd, 
Till commerce ſpread the (ſwelling fail, and 
wing'd 
Her boundleſs flight to every diſtant clime, 
While worlds unknown to her bold ſearch ap- 
pear'd: 
Tranſported fince far from its native bed, 
In torrid realms, where flames the burning day 
With tenfold fervour, thrives the luſcious plant. 
By the ſun's potent beam exalted high, 
And drinking thro” the night the copious dew, 
fs 
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It lifts its green head o'er the parched field, 

And overflows with ſweetneſs, Thence cut down 
By the hard labour of that hapleſs race 

To ſlavery doom'd, and never-ending toil, 

The harſh commands of an imperious lord 
Forc'd to obey, by arbitrary ſtripes 

To bleed inglorious, loſt, for ever loſt 

To ſweet ſociety, to poliſh'd life, 

And all its dear enjoyments, on whoſe mind 
Dwells everlaſting darkneſs, undiſpell'd 

By wiſdom's or by freedom's heavenly ray, 
Beneath the cruſhing mill its burſting veins 
Pour the rich juice, which o'er the blazing fire 
Boil'd many a time, throws up the ſordid ſcum, 
As oft remov'd; from the receiver drip 

The black molaſſes, till, at laſt, refin'd 

To full perſection, is the ſugar ſeen, 

Pure, hard, and whiter than the virgin ſnow. 


In order meet, now let the gentle hand 
The glitt'ring China gracefully diſplay, 
Fair, delicate, and brittle ; emblem juſt 
Of beauty's ſhort-liv'd charms. Be wiſe, and 
| learn, 
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Ye lovely virgins; nor your empire build 

On ſuch foundation, faithleſs and infirm, 
Which accident may raze, or time deſtroy, 
Unenvy'd let the thoughtleſs fair one ſhine, 
Vain pageant of a day! whoſe only boaſt 

Is ſhape and colour. Be the muſe believ'd : 
Good-humour, ſenſe, and virtue win the ſoul, 
And render love immortal. | 


Now fills the poliſh'd circle, bright and gay ; 

Eaſy, good-natur'd, chearful, and ſerene : 
May ſuch my Delia's table ever grace: 
Nor let the fop, impertinent and vain, 
And light cocquet, their idle freaks diſplay. 
Awkward and rude, hence be the taſteleſs clown; 
And prude cenſorious, with her lectures dull. 
Selected, there let dear relations mix 

With gen'rous friends, and ſocial neizhbours kind, 
Form'd to partake of happineſs ſincere, 


Envy be gone, nor on the ſacred hour 
Intrude, thou worſt of fiends ! of livid hue, 


And meagre aſpect, of contracted brow, 
Deep-furrowed with eternal frowns, and eyes 


That 


E 
That ſhoot with glance oblique malignant fire, 
And taint the chearful day; on footy wing 
Back to thy native hell expand thy flight, 
In whoſe black gloom, mid yelling furies dire, 
Thou had'ſt thy fatal birth; and take with thee 
Shrill loud-tongu'd calumny, thy daughter foul, 
Of ſuch deteſted mother offspring meet; 


W hoſe poiſon'd breath, worſe than the deadly 
rage- | 

Of waſting peſtilence, torments mankind, 

And blaſts the joys of life. Thou too, be gone, 
Credulity, that with a thouſand ears, 

Fondly ere, and ever pleas'd with ill, 

Liſt'neſt delighted to her ſavage voice. 

Be every ſordid paſſion far away. 


Vain were the taſk to teach the well-known art, 
The grateful bev'rage fitly to prepare; 
With elegant proportion to compound 
Its various parts, as various taſtes require 
Or ſing the kind civilities that ſpring | 
From true politeneſs, free from formal pride. 
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Thrice happy ſhe whoſe native goodneſs 
charms |! 
Who acts, as warm benevolence direQs, 
The open honeſt part: to her dear name, 
O Delia! ſhall my willing ſong ariſe. 
Approving heaven ſhall, with a liberal hand, 
Pour down its richeſt bounties on her head : 
The bleſſings of her youth be love and joy; 
Friendſhip and peace the comforts of her age. 


While by the pleaſing cordial warm'd with life, 
The ſpirits mount, gay ſmiles the ſocial band; 
The converſation brightens : unreſtrain'd 
With graceful eaſe let wit ſpontaneous flow, 
And round the table riſe th'applauding laugh. 


Now is the time, ye virgins, to relate 
The gentle triumphs of victorious love, 
And modeſt beauty's all- ſubjecting power. 
To worth conſpicuous give the praiſes due; 
Or nobly raiſe it from the lowly ſhade, 
Where, loſt in ſweet obſcurity, it dwells 
With calm contentment, and with humble peace; 
'T hence raiſe it, to adorn and bleſs the world. 


Has 
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Has ſome frail neighbour err'd? proclaim it 
not: 

Let kind oblivion draw her ſhadowing veil 

O'er th'afflicted mourner : think how weak 

Is human virtue, Should low whiſpers run 

To hurt that precious good- name, which, once 
loſt, | 

Is found no more, reject the dubious tale 

With honeſt indignation. Should you know 

Some generous deed perform'd, and truly great, 

That gives a luſtre to the dark retreat 

Of private life, and dignifies mankind, 

Proclaim it, ſend it on the wings of fame, 

To rouſe the world to virtue: as they hear, 

With conſcious ſhame let kings and heroes bluſh. . 


Thus ſpend the time delightful ; nor deſpiſe 
Whate'er to pleaſe, or to improve mankind, 
The heaven-inſpired poet ſends to light, 
From his ſweet ſolitude, where oft he fits, 
And talks with angels. Scorn not there to mark 
Where towers the thought ſublime; to fancy's eye 
Riſes the noble image, glowing bright | 


With juſt defcription's colours, rich and bold. 
Mark 
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Mark where the moral truth ſerenely ſhines, 
Pure, fimple, ſtrong, convincing; mark where 
flows 


The eaſy cadence of harmonious verſe. 


But when, my lovely Delia, by thy fide 

Thy happy friend aſſumes his bliſsful ſeat, 
While unperceiv'd the roſy hours ſteal on, 
Conſcious of joys to which all words are poor, 
Then open be thy heart, diffuſive, free 

As the bleſt light of heaven : then let my ſoul 
With thine unite its being: then no bounds 

Let the dear converſe know, ſave thoſe preſcrib'd 
By modeſty and virtue, which exalt 

The ſocial hour, and double all its ſweets. 


Oft-times th'enamour'd youth with ſly deſign 
Inverts the cup, nor let the fair diſdain 
Soft to replace it with her ſnowy hand, 
Nor the dear forfeit grudge. With ſolemn face, 
Myſterious and prophetic, now begin 
To open dark futurity, and thrice 
Th'exhauſted cup in magic circle turn; 
Unequal numbers pleaſe the myſtic god. 
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'Tis done; and, lo! imagination ſees 

A thouſand forms ariſe; her ſtories quaint, 
And gueſſes ſhrewd adorn the virgin's cheek 
With kindly bluſhes, and approving ſmiles. 


Kindly to each gracious power preſents 
What moſt ſhe loves; to one the huſband rich, 
And liberal affluence ; the ſpirit high, 
With lofty titles, and diſtinction proud, 
She raviſhes : the dear romantic maid 
Sees waving groves, and flow'ry meadows green, 
Thro' which the winding ſtream irriguous plays 
The ſylvan bower, o'er whoſe umbrageous roof 
The flaunting woodbine breathes the rich per- 

fume; 

There, liſtening to the woodland ſong, ſhe fees 
The youth, poſſeſs'd of every manly grace, 
For whom the ſweet enthuſiaſt keeps her heart. 


While blooming hope, with colours heavenly 
fair, 

Fluſhes the charming ſcene, while young defire, 

And rapt'rous love, bright with eternal (miles, 

And rich with unexhauſted bliſs appear, 
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With him ſhe ſeems to tread the roſeate path 
Of ever-happy life, and fondly dreams 
Of joys immortal and unutterable. 


Bleſt be the dear illuſion ! bleſt thy power, 
Creative fancy ! that, amid the gloom 
Which hangs o'er life, illumes with magic ray 
The human ſoul, and fills the lowly heart 
With all the good which fortune has denied. 
Be thou to me propitious : with the morn 
O viſit my abode; inſpire my dreams. 
When in the ſhade I lye, or by the brink 
Of ſome harmonious rill await thy call 
Beneath the clofing eye-lids of the day, 
While, muſing, I frequent the ſilent haunt 
Of contemplation, come, auſpicious queen! 
With all thy ſweet enchantments ſeize my ſoul, 


And wrap it in Elyſium *, For a while 


Let me forget the hardſhips of my lot; 

The inſolence of pride, that cold neglect 
Which from the world the humble muſt receive: 
The painful efforts made to tread the path 

Of decent life; alas! too much in vain ; 
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The honeſt pangs my heart has oſten felt 

For worth diſtreſs'd, without the means to aid: 
Blaſted and fruitleſs every fair deſire ; 

And chill'd each gen'rous paſſion of the ſoul. 


Theſe, and a thouſand others diſappear 
Before the glory that around thee ſhines, 
As darkneſs flies before the morning beam. 


Now let the voice melodious charm the ear 
Of liflening ſilence, with its warblings ſweet 
Or cards, to ſoothe, not to perplex the mind, 
Employ a vacant hour; or to the note 
Of lively inſtrument the mazy dance 
Keep time: but if, as now, the genial ſpring 
With beauty clothe the earth, and the mild 

gales 
Favonian lightly wave their downy wings, 
Th n to the lower-embroider'd walk repair, 
Where roſy health, amid the rural train 
Of choral nymphs, and ſhepherds wildly gay, 


Delighted dwells ; where vigour ſtrings the nerves, : 
And gladneſs warms the heart: with careleſs ſteps 
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There wander till the bright ſun's weſtern throne, 
Deſcending, line the fleecy clouds with gold. 
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From her pale urn diſtil's the pearly dew, 

Fond-liſtening to the ſweet enchanting ſong 

Of peerleſs philomel, that nightly wakes 

The ſoul of harmony. Emerging flow 

From yonder ſafron cloud, the fuil-orb'd moon 

Up the pure azure ſteers her radiant courle, 

In virgin glory, and with modeſt beams 

Diffuſes o'er the world a ſofter day. 


Almighty Father! Univerſal Lord! 


By whoſe commanding word to being call'd, 
From the dark womb of uneſſential night 


Unnumber'd worlds in full perſection roſe ; 

How wond'rous are thy works! how great ! how 
| rich 
In beauty, and in majeſty divine! 
How do they charm the ſenſe, and fill the wind 
With holy reverence, gratitude, and love ! 
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Deep falls the night, and ſolemn ſilence reigns, 
While, glitt'ring bright thro' the blue vault of 
heaven 


Ten thouſand ſtars emit their trembling rays. 


From ſcenes like theſe, delighted and improv'd, 
My Delia, go: now chearful home invites. 
May health forever bleſs thy dear abode : 

Content ſcrenely ſmiling, gentle peace, 


And virtue's pure immortal joys be thine, 


The END. 
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